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'XING Henry 75 Fourth. 

Henry, Prince of Wales, 1 

John, Prince of Lancaſter, dme to the King. 

Worceſter, 2 

Northumberland, 

Hot-ſpur, 

Mortimer, a 

rebbſhop of York, * Enemies 10 the King: 
oweglas, 1 

Owen Glendower, 

Sir Richard Vernon, 

Sir 3 1 

Weſtmorland, | : 

Sir Walter Blunt, © of the King's Party, 

Sir John Falſtaff. | 


. Companions of Falſtaff. 
Bardolph, 


Peto, 


Lady Percy, Wife to Hot-ſpur, 
Lady Mortimer, Daughter to Glendower, and Wife to 
Mortimer, 


Hoſteſs. 


Sherriff, Vintner, Chamberlain, Drawers, two Carriers, 
Travellers, and Attendants. 
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The FIRST PART of 


HENRT * 


ACT IL SCENE L 
LONDON 


Enter King Henry, Lord John of Lancaſter, Earl f Weſt- 
morland, and others. - 


King HENRY, 


5 0 ſhaken as we are, ſo wan with care; 
„bind we a time for frighted peace to pant; 
And breathe ſhort-winded accents of new 
= FR broils | 
NOR 2 To be commenc'd in ſtronds afar remote. 
No more the thirſty entrance of this ſo.l 
Shall a dawb her lips with her own children's blood: 
No more ſhall trenching war channel her fields, 
Nor bruiſe her flowrets with the armed hoofs 
Of hoſtile paces. Thoſe oppoſed eyes 
Which like the meteors of a troubled heav'n, 


All of one nature, of one ſubſtance bred, 
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Did lately meet in the inteſtine ſhock 

And furious cloſe of civil butchery, 

Shallnow in mutual well-beſceming ranks 

March all one way, and be no more oppos'd 
Againſt acquaintance, kindred, and allies: 

The edge of War, like an ill ſheathed knife, 

No more ſhall cut his Maſter. Therefore, friends, 
As far as to the ſepulchre of Chriſt, 


| (Whoſe ſoldier now, under whoſe bleſſed croſs 


We are impreſſed, and engag'd to fight) 
Forthwith a power of Engliſhſhall we levy.; 
Whoſe arms were moulded in their mother's womb, 
"To. chaſe theſe Pagans, in thoſe holy fields 
Over whoſe acres walk'd thoſe bleſſed feet 
Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were naild 
- Fer our advantage on the bitter Croſs. 

But this our purpoſe is a twelvemonth old, 
And bootleſs tis to tell you we will go: 
Therefore we mcet not now. Then let me hear, 
Of you my gentle couſin Weſtmorland, i 
What yeſternight cur council did decree, 
In forward iag this dear expedience. 

Weſt, My Liege, this haſte was hot in queſtion, 


And many limits of the charge ſet down 


But yeſternight: when all athwart there came 
A peſt from Wales, loaden with heavy news; 
Whoſe worſt was, that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordſhire to fight 
Agzinlt th' irregular and wild Glendower, 

Was by the rude hands of that N elſhman taken; 
A thouſand of his people butchered, 

Upon whoſe dead cor;s there was ſuch miſuſe, 
Such beaſtly, ſhameleſs transformation, 

By thoſe Welſhwomen done, as may not be 
Without much ſhame, Þ re-told or ſpoken of. * 
K. Henry. It ſeems then that the tidings of this broil 

Brake off our bufineſs for the holy land. 
t 7, This, matcht with other like, my gracious lord; 
Far more uneven and unwelcome news - | 


Came 
b be told. 


King HENRY IV. 7 
Came from the North, and thus it did e import. 
On holy-rood day, the gallant Hot ſpur there 

Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald 

That ever valiant and approved Scot, 

At Holmedon ſpent a ſad and bloody hour. 

As by diſcharge of their artillery | 

And ſhape of likelihood, the news was told; 

For he that brought it, in the very heat 

And pride of their contention, did take horſe, 

Uncertain of the iſſue any way. 

EK. Henry. Here is a dear and true induſtrious friend, 

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horſe, 

Stain'd with the variation of each ſoil, 

Betwixt that Holmedon, and this ſeat of ours: 

And he hath brought us ſmooth and welcome news. 

The Earl of Dowglas is diſcomfited, | 

Ten thouſand bold Scozs, two and twenty Knights 
Balk'd in their own blood did Sir Walter ſee 

On Holmedoz's plains. Of priſoners, Hot-{fur took 
Meordake the Earl of Fife, and eldeſt ſon 

Jo beaten Dowglas, and the Earls of Athol, 

Of Murry, Angus, and Menteith, 

And is not this an Honourable ſpoil? 

A gallant prize? ha, couſin, is it not? 
Weſt. Ia faith, a conqueſt for a Prince to boaſt of. -_ 
K. Henry. Yea, there thou mak'ſt me fad, and make ff. 

FMS Þ- 

In envy, that my lord Northumberland 

Should be the father of fo bleſt a ſon: 

A ſon, who is the theam of honour's tongue: 

' Amongſt a grove, the very ſtraighteſt plant, 

Who is ſweet fortune's minion, and her Pride: 

Whilſt I by looking on the praiſe of him, 

See riot and diſhonour ſtain the brow 

Of my young Harry. O could it be prov'd, 

That ſome night-tripping Fairy had exchang'd 

In cradle clothes, our children where they lay, 

And calPd mine Percy, his Plantagenet ; 

Then would I have his Harry, and he mine. 


1 A 4 But 
© report, 
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But 2 from my thoughts. What think you eou- 
; n, | 
Of this young Pexcy's Pride? the priſoners 
Which he in this adventure bath ſurpriz'd, 
To his own uſe he keeps, and ſends me word 
J ſhall have none but Mordake Earl of Fife. 
Weſt. This is his uncle's teaching, this is Worceſter, 
Malevolent to you in all aſpe&ts;  - 
Which makes him prune himſelf, and briſtle up 
The creſt of youth againſt your dignity. 
K. Henry. But I have ſent for him to anſwer this; 
And for this cauſe a while we muſt neglect 
Our holy purpoſe to Feruſalem. 
Couſin, on I/edneſday next, our council we 
Will hold at Vindſor, ſo inform the lords: 
But come your ſelf with ſpeed to us again; 
For more is to be ſaid, and to be done, 
Than out of anger can be uttered, 
Weſt. I will, my Liege. L Exeunt. 


— 


* 
— — — — — * 


. SCENE, I. 
Enter Henry prince of Wales, and Sir John Falſtaff, 


Fal. Nos Hal, what time of day is it, lad? 

P. Henry. Thou art ſo fat-witted with drink- 
ing old ſack, and unbuttoning thee after ſupper, and 
ſleeping upon benches in the afternoon, that thou haft 
forgotten to demand that truly which thou would'ſt tru- 
ly know, What a devil haſt thou to do with the time 
of the Day? Unleſs hours were cups of ſack, and minutes 
capons, and clocks the tongues of bawds, and dials the 
figns of leaping-houſes, arid the bleſſed Sun himſelf a fair 
hot wench in flame-colour'd taff ita. I fee no reaſon 
why thou ſhould'ſt be fo ſuperfluous, to demand the time 
of the day. oo 

Fal. Indeed you come near me now, Hal. For we that 
take purſes, go by the moon and ſeven ſtars, and not by 
F | Phabus, 


King HENRY IV. 9 
Phabus, he, that wandring knight ſo ſair. And I pray 
thee, ſweet wag, when theu art King —— as God ſave 
thy grace, (Majeſty I ſhould ſay, for grace thou wilt have 
none) —— 

P. Henry. What! none? 

Fal. No, by my troth not ſo much as will ſerve to 
be Prologue to an egg and butter. 

P. Henry. Well, how then? come roundly, roundly. 

Fal. Marry then, ſweet wag, when thou art King, let 
not us that are ſquires of the night's body, be calb'd 
thieves of the day's beauty. Let us be Diana's foreſters, 
gentlemen of the ſhade, minions of the Moon; and let 
men ſay, we be men of good government, being govern- 
ed as the ſea is, by our noble and chaſt miſtreſs the Moon, 
under whoſe countenance we — ſteal. 

P. Henry. Thou fayſt well, and it holds well too; for 
the fortune of us that are the Mocn's men, doth ebb and 
flow like the ſea, being govern'd as the ſea is, by the 
Moon. As for proof, now: A purſe of gold moſt reſo- 
lutely ſnatch'd on Monday night, and moſt diſſolutely 
ſpent on Twe/day morning; got with ſwearing, d lay by; 
and ſpent with crying, bring in: now in as low an ebb 
as the foot of the ladder; and by and by in as high a flow 
as the © ridge of the galiows, 

Fal. By the lord thou ſay'ſt true, lad; and is not mine 
hoſteſs of the Tavern a moſt ſweet wench? | 

P. Henry. As the honey of Hibla, my old lad of the 
caſtle; and is not a buft-jerkin a moſt ſweet robe of 
durance? | 

Fal, How now, how now mad wag, what, in thy 
quips and thy 1 what a plague have I to do 
with a. buff: jerkin? | | 

P. Henry. Why, what a pox have I to do with my 
hoſteſs of the tavern? | 

Fal. Well, thou haſt call'd her to a reckoning many a 
time and off, 

P. Henry. Did I ever call thee to pay thy part? 

2 No, Vil give thee thy due, thou haſt paid all 
ere. 


| 3 5 P. Heury. 
d laid by.  '* tide his 
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P. Henry. Yea and elſewhere, ſo fair as my coin 
would ſtretch, and where it would not I have us'd my 
credit. | | | 

Fal. Yea, and ſo us'd it, that were it not here appa- 
rent, that thou art heir apparent=— But I pr'ythee 
tweet weg, ſhali there be gallows ſtanding in England 
when thou art King? and reſolution thus fobb'd as it is, 
with the ruſty curb of old father antick, the law? Do 
not thou when thou ert a King, hang a thief, 

P. Henry. No; thou ſhalt. - | 

Fal. Shall I? O rare! Il be a brave judge. T 

P. Henry. Thou judgeſt falſe already: I mean thou ſhall 

have the hanging of thieves, and ſo become a rare hang- 
man. 


| Fal. Well, Hal, well; and in ſome ſort it jumps with 
1 my humour, as well as waiting in the court, I can tell 

| you | 
| P. Henry, For obtaining of ſuits ? 

. | Fal. Vea, for obtaining of ſuits, whereof the hangman 


hath no lean wardrobe. Sblood | am as melancholy as 
a gib-cat, or a lupg'd bear. 
P. Henry. Or an old Lion, or a lover's lute, 


” Saban — "= *....4 


Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnſhire bagpipe: 
| P. Henry. What ſay'ſt thou to a Hare or the melan- 
eholy of Moor-ditch? 1 . 
f Fal. Thou hiſt the moſt unſavoury ſimilies, and art in" 
| deed the moſt comparative, raſcalleſt, ſweet young 
| Prince — But Hal, I pr'ythee trouble me no more with 
vanity, | would to God thou and I knew where a com- 
modity of good names were to be bought: an old lord 
| of the council rated me the other day in the ſtreet about 
| you, Sir; but I mark'd him not, and yet he talked very 
| wiſely, and in the ſtreet too. | 

| P. Henry. f Thou didſt well, for wiſdom cries out in 

| the ſtieet, and no man regards it, 

Fal. O, thou baſt damnable iteration, and art indeed 
able to corrupt a faint. Thou haft done much harm un- 
to me, Hal, God forgive thee for it. Before I knew 
thee, Hal. I knew nothing, and now 1 am, if a m_ 
| ſhould 


f Thou didſt well, for no man regards it. 
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ſhould ſpeak truly, little better than one of the wicked, 
I muſt give over this life, and I will give it over by the 
lord; an I do not, I am a villain. Fll be damn'd for 
never a King's ſon in chriſtendom. | 
P. Henry. Where ſhall we take a purſe to- morrovr, 
ack ? a 
4 Fal. Where thou wilt, lad, I'll make one; an I do 
not, call me villain, and baffle me. 
P. Henry, I ſeea good amendment of life in thee, from 
praying to purſe- taking. ES, 
Fal. Why Hal, tis my vocation, Hal, *Tis no {in for 
a man to labour ja his vocation. | 


SCENE III. 
Exter Poins. 


Poms. Now ſhall we know if Gads-hill have ſet a match, 
O, if men were to be ſaved by merit, what hole in hell 
were hot enough for him? this is the moſt omnipotent 
villain, that ever cry'd, ſtand, to a true man. 

P. Henry, Good morrow, Ned. | 

Poins, Good morrow, ſweet Hal, What fays' Mon- 
ſieur remorſe? what ſays Sir John ſack and ſugar? Fach! 
how agree the devil and thou about thy ſoul, that thou 
ſoldeſt him on Good Friday laſt, for a cup of Madera, and 
a cold capon's leg? ; 

P. Henry, Sir John ſtands to his word, the devil ſhall 
have his bargain, for he was never yet a breaker of pro- 
verbs; He will give the devil his due. 

Pons. Then art thou damn'd for keeping thy word 
with the devil. 
þ £ Henry. Elſe he had been daman'd for cozening the 

evil. | | 

Poins, But my lads, my lads, to-morrow morning, by 
four a clock early at Gads-hill; there are pilgrims going to 
Canterbury with rich off- ings, and traders riding to Lon- 
don with fat purſes, I have vizards for you all; you have 
horſ:s for your ſelyes: Gad. hill lies to-night in Rocheſter, 

I have 
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I have beſpoke ſupper to-morrow in Eaſt- cheap; we may 
do it as ſecure as ſleep: if you will go, I will ſtuff your 
purſes full of crowns; if you will not, tarry at home and 
be hang d. ; | ; 2 

Fal. Hear ye Yedward, if I tarry at home, and go not, 
Tl hang you for going. | 

Poins, You will, chops? 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one? 

ry Henry, Who? I rob? JI a thief? not I, by my 
Raith. 

Fal. There's neither honeſty, manhood, nor good fel- 
low ſſip in thee; thou cam'ſt not of the blood - royal, if 
thou dar'ſt not cry, ſtand, for ten ſhillings. | 
P. Henry. Well then, once ia my days I'll be a mad- 
Lap. | | 

Fal. Why, that's well ſaid. | 

P. Henry, Well, come what will, I'll tarry at home. 
By the lord I'll be a traitor then, when thou art 
King. | 

P. Henry. I care not. | | 
- Porns, Sir John, I pr'ythee leave the Prince and me 
alone, I will lay him dowa ſach reaſons for this adven- 
ture, that he ſhall go. 5 

Fal. Well, may'ſt thou have the ſpirit of perſuaſion, 
and he the ears of profiting, that what thou ſpeak'ſt may 
move, and what he hears may be believ'd; that the true 
Prince may, for recreation's ſake, prove a falſe thiet; 
for the poor abuſes of the time want countenance. Fare- 
wel, you ſhall find me in Eaſt-cheap. 

P. Henry. Farewel 8s thou latter ſpring. Farewel all- 
hallown ſummer, [Exit Fal. 

Poins. Now, my good ſweet honey lord, ride with us 
to-morrow. I have a jeſt to cxecute, that I cannot ma- 
nage alone, Falſtaff, Harvey, Ro ſſil, and Gads-hill, ſhall 
rob theſe men that we have already way-laid; your ſelf 
and I will not be there; and when they have the booty, 
if you and I do not rob them, cut this head from my 
ſhoulders. 2 ; | 


P, Henry 
5 ihe. LT 
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P. Henry. But how ſhall we part with them in ſetting 
forth? 

Poins, Why, we willſet forth before or after them, and 
appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our plea 
ſure to fail; and then will they adventure upon the ex 
ploit themſelves, which they ſhall have no ſooner atchicy'd» 
but we'll ſet upon them. | 

P. Henry. Ay but *tis like they will know us by our 
horſes, by our habits, and by every other appointment, 
to be our ſelves. Ben 

Poins. Tut, our horſes they ſhall not ſee, I'll tie them 


in the wood; our Vizards we will change after we leave 


them; and ſirrah, J have cafes of buckram for the nonce, 
to im mask our noted outward garments, | 

P. Henry. But I doubt they will be too hard for us. 

Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them to be as 
true-bred cowards as ever turn'd back; and for the third, 
if he fight longer than he ſees reaſon, I'll forſwear arms. 
The virtue of this jeſt will be, the incomprehenſible lies 
that this ſame, fat rogue will tel] us when we meet at ſup- 
per; how thirty at leaſt he fought with, what h wards, 
what blows, what: extremities he endured; and in the 
reproof of this, lies the jeſt, 

P. Henry. Well, I'll go with thee; provide us all things 
neceſſary, and meet me to-morrow: night in Eaſt-cheap, 
three Pl] ſup. Farewel, 2 

Poins. Farewel, my lord. [Exit Poins. 

P. Henry. I know you all, and will a while uphold 
The unyok'd humour of your idleneſs; | 
Yet herein will I imitate the ſun, 

Who doth permit the baſe contagious clouds 

To ſmother up his beauty from the world; 

That when he pleaſe again to be himſelf, 

Being wanted, he may be more wondred at, 

By breaking through the foul and ugly miſts 

Of vapours, that did ſeem to ſtrangle him, 

If all the year were playing holidays, 

To ſport would be as tedious as to work; 

But when they ſeldom come, they wiſnt. for come, 


h words, 1 
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And nothing pleaſeth but rare accidents, 

So when this looſe behaviour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I never promiſed; 

By how much better then my word I am, 

By ſo much ſhall I falſify mens hopes; 

And, like bright metal on a ſullen ground, 

My retormation glittering oer my fault 

Shall ſhew more goodly, and attract more eyes, 

Than that which hath no i foil to ſet it off. 

T1] fo offend, to make offence a skill, | | 
Redeeming time, when men think leaſt Iwill. (xi: 


SCENE IV. 


Enter King Henry, Northumberland, Worceſter, Hot-ſpur; 
Sir Walter Blunt, and others, 


K. Henry. M Y blood hath been too cold and tempe- 
| rate, * 

Unapt to ſtir at theſe indignities; 

And you have found me; for accordingly 

You tread upon my patience: but be ſure, 

IT will from henceforth rather be my ſelf, 

Mighty, and to be fear'd, than my Condition, 

Which hath been ſmooth as oy], ſoft as young down; 

And therefore loſt that title of reſpect, 

Which the proud foul ne'er pays, but to the proud. 

Mor. Our houſe, my ſovereign Liege, little deſerves 
The ſcourge of greatneſs to be uſed on it, | 
And that ſame preatneſs too, which our own hands 
Have heip'd to make fo portly. 

North. My good lord 

K. Henry. Norceſter get thee gone, for I do ſee 
Danger and diſobedience in thine eye. | 
O Sir, your preſence is too bold and peremptory, 
And Majeſty might never yet endure . 
The moody frontier of a ſervant brow, 
ou have good leave to leaye us, When we need 


7 fol, 
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Your uſe and counſel, we ſhall ſend for you. 
[Exit Worceſter. 
You were about to ſpeak. [To Northumberland. 
North. Yes, my good Lord. 
Thoſe priſoners in your highneſs? name demanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 
Were, as he ſays, not with ſuch ſtrength deny'd. 
As was dcliver'd to your Majeſty. 
k Or envy therefore, or miſpriſion, | 
Is guilty of this fault, and not my ſon. | 
Hot. My Liege, I did deny no priſoners. 
But I remember, when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with rage, and extream toil, 
Breathleſs and faint, leaning upon my ſword ; 
Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dreſs'd: 
Freſh as a bridegroom, and his chin new-reap'd 
Shew'd like a ſtubble land at harveſt home. 
He was perfumed like a milliner, 
And *twixt his Finger and his Thumb, he held 
A pouncet box, which ever and anon 
He gave his noſe: * and till he ſmil'd and talk'd;. 
And as the ſoldiers bare dead bodies by, 
He calbd them untaught Knaves, unmannerly, 
To bring a ſlovenly, unhandſome coarſe 
Betwixt the wind, and his nobility. 
With, many holiday and lady terms 
He queſtion'd me: amongſt the reſt, demanded: 
My priſoners, in your Majeſty's behalt, 
* I, then all-ſmarting with my wounds being cold, 
To be ſo peſter'd with a popinjay, 
Out of my grief, and my impatience, 
« Anſwer'd, negleRingly, I know not what; 
; © He 
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* noſe, and took't away again; 
Who therewith angry, when it next came there, 
Took it in ſnuff. And ſtill he ſmild, Se. 


k Whoever through envy or miſpriſion 
Was guilty of this fault, twas not my ſon. 
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He ſhould or ſhould not; for he made me mad, 
To ſee. him ſhine fo brisk, and ſmell ſo ſweet, 
And talk ſo like a waiting-gentlewoman, | 
* Of guns, and drums, and wounds; (God ſave the 
mark!) | | 
And telling me, the ſoveraign'ſt thing on earth 
Was Parmacity, for an inward bruiſe; 
© And that it was great pity, ſo it was, 
This villainous ſalt-petre ſhould be digg'd 
© Out of the bowels of the harmleſs earth, 
© Which many a good, tall Fellow had deſtroy'd 
So cowardly : And but for theſe vile guns, 
He would himſelf have been a ſoldier. 
This bald, unjointed chat of his, my lord, 
I anſwer'd indirectly, as I ſaid; 
And I beſeech jou, let not this report 
Come currant for an accuſation, 
Betwixt my love and your high Majeſty. | 
Blunt. The circumftance conſider'd, good my lord, 
Whatever Harry Percy then had ſaid, | 
To ſuch a Perſon, and in ſuch a place, 
At ſuch a time, with all the reſt retold, 
May reaſonably die and never riſe 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he faid, ſo he unſay it now, 
K. Henry, Why yet he doth deny his priſoners, 

But with proviſo and exception, g 
That we at our own charge ſhall ranſom ſtrait 
His brother-in-law, the fooliſh Mortimer, 

Who, on my ſoul, hath wilfully berray'd 
The lives ot thoſe, that he did lead to fight, 
Againſt the great magician, damn'd Glendower; 
Whoſe daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March 
Hath lately marry'd. Shall our coffers then 
Be empty'd, to redeem a traitor home? 
Shall we buy treaſon? and f indent with fears, 
When they have loſt ard forfeited themſelves ? 
No; on the barren mountains let him ſtarye; 
For I ſhall never hold that man my friend,. | 
8 ; 1 Whoſe 
4 indent, for article, bargain, oh 
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Whoſe tongue ſhall ask me for one penny coſt 
To ranſom home revolted Mortimer. 
Hot. Revolted Mortimer? | 
He never did fall off, my ſoveraign Liege, 
But by the chance of war; to prove that true, | 
Necds no more but one tongue, for all thoſe wounds, 
Thoſe mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When on the gentle Severn's ſedgie Bank, 
In ſingle oppoſition hand to hand, 
He did confound the beſt part of an hour 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower : : 
Three times they breath'd, and three times did they 
drink, 
Upon agreement, of ſwift Severn's flood; 
Who then affrighted with their bloody looks, 
Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds, 
And hid his criſp'd head in the hollow bank, 
Blood-ſtain'd with theſe valiant combatants, 
Never did baſe and rotten policy 
Colour her working with ſuch deadly wounds; 
Nor eyer could the noble Mortimer 
Receive ſo many and all willingly, 
Then let him not be ſlander'd with revolt; 1 
K. N Thou doſt belie him, Percy, thou belieſt 
im; | i 
He never did encounter with Glendower; 
He durſt as well have met the Devil alone, 
As Owen Glendower for an Enemy. 
Art not aſham'd ? but ſirrab, from this hour 
Let me not hear you ſpeak of Mortimer, 
Send me your priſoners with the ſpeedieſt means, 
Or you ſhall hear in ſuch a kind from me 
As will diſpleaſe you, Lord Northumberland, 
We licence your departure with your ſon. 
Send us your piſoners or you'll hear of it. 
| | [ Exit K, Henry: 
Hot. And if the devil come and roar for them, 
] will not ſend them, I will after ſtrait, 
And tell bim ſo; for. I will caſe my heart, 
| Although 
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Although it be with hazard of my head. . 
North, What, drunk with choler? ſtay and pauſe a-While, 
Here comes your uncle. | 


Enter Worceſter. 


Hot, Speak of Mortimer? 

Yes I will ſpeak of him, and let my ſoul 

Want mercy, if I do not join with him. 

In his behalf, 1'1l empty all theſe veins, 

And ſhed my dear blood drop by drop in duſt, 

But I will lift the downfall'n Mortimer 

As high i' th' Air as this unthankful King, 

As this ingrate and cankred Bolingbroke, | 
North, Brother, the King hath made your Nephew mad. 

| [o Worceſter. 
Mor. Who ſtrook this heat up after I was gone? 
Fot. He will, forſooth, have all my Priſoners: 

And when I urg'd the ranſom once again | 

Of my wife's brother, then his cheek look'd pale, 

And on my face he turn'd an eye of death, 

Trembling ev'a at the name of Mortimer. 
wor. I cannot blame him; was he not proclaim'd, 


By Richard that dead is, the next of blood? 


North. He was: I heard the proclamation; 
And then it was, when the unhappy King 
(Whoſe wrongs in us, God pardon) did ſet forth 
Upon his Iriſh expedition; 
ny ge he intercepted did return 
To be depos'd, and ſhortly murthered. 

Wor, And for whoſe death, we in the world's wide 

mouth, 
Live ſcandaliz d, and foully ſpoken of. 

Hot. But ſoft, I pray you; did King Richard then 
Proclaim my brother Mortimer 
Heir to the Crown? : 

North. He did; my ſelf did hear it, | 

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame his couſin King, 
That wiſh'd him on the barren mountains ſtarv'd. 
But ſhall it be, that you that ſet the crown 


Upon 
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fo Upon the head of this forgetful man, 
10 And for his ſake wear the deteſted blot 
Of murd'rous ſubornation? ſhall it be, 
That you a world of curſes undergo, 
Being the agents or baſe ſecond means, 
The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather? 
O pardon me, that I deſcend ſo low, 
To ſhew the line and the predicament 1 
Wherein you range under this ſubtle King. a 
Shall it for ſhame be ſpoken in theſe days, 
Or fill up chronicles in time to come, 5 
That men of your nobility and power ; 
| Ingag'd them both in an unjuſt behalf; 
ad, (As both of you, God pardon it, have done,) 
er. To put down Richard, that ſweet lovely roſe, 
And plant this thorn, this Canker Bolingbroke ? 
And ſhall it in more ſhame be further ſpoken, 
That you are fool'd, diſcarded, and ſhook off 
By him, for whom theſe ſhames ye underwent? 
No; yet time ſerves, wherein you may redeem 
Your baniſh'd honours, and reftore your ſelves 
Into the good thoughts of the world again. 
Revenge the jeering and diſdain'd contempt 
Of this proud King, who ſtudies day and night 
To anſwer all the debt he owes unto you. 
Ev'n with the bloody paymeats of your deaths: 
Therefore I ſay 
Mor. Peace, couſin, ſay no more. 
And now I will unclaſp a ſecret book, 
ide And to your quick m conceiving diſcontents, 
Il read you matter, deep and dangerous, 
As full of peril and advent'rous ſpirit, 
As to o'cr-walk a current roaring loud, 
On the unſteadfaſt footing of a ſpear. 
Hot, It he fall in, good-night, or fink or ſwim: 
Send Danger from the caſt unto the weſt, = 
So Honour croſs it trom the north to ſouth; 
And let them grapple. O! the blood more ſtirs 
To rouze a Lion, than to ſtart a Hare. 
pon | North 
+ ſubordinations, m gonveyings 
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North. Tmagination of ſome great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of Patience, 
Hot. By heav'n, methinks it were an eaſy lezp, 
To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd Moon, 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Where fadom-line could never rouch the ground, 
And pluck up drowned honour by the locks ; 

So he that doth redeem her thence, might wear 
Without co-riyal, all her dignities. 

But out upon this half-fac'd fellow ſhip! 00 

Hor. He apprehends a world of figures here, 
But not the form of what he ſhould attend. 

Good couſin, give me audience for a while, 

Hot. I cry you mercy. 

Mor. Thoſe ſame noble Scots 
That are your priſoner r.. 

Hot, I'll keep them all. | 
By heav'n, he ſhall not have a Scot of them: 

No, if a Scot would fave his ſou], he ſhall not, 
11! keep them by this hand. 
Mor. You ſtart away, 
And lend no ear unto my purpoſes, 
Thoſe priſoners you ſhall keep. 

Hot, I will; that's flat: 

He ſaid he would not ranſom Mortimer: 

Forbad my tongue to ſpeak of Mortimer: 

But I will find him when he lies aſleep, 
And in his ear I'II holla, Mortimer! 

Nay, I will have a Starling taught to ſpeak. 

Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 

To keep his anger ſtill in motion. 

Mor. Hear you, couſin: a word. . 

Hor. All ſtudies here 1 ſolemnly defy, 
Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke : 


And that ſame ſword-and-buckler-Prince of Hales, 


(But that I think his father loves him not, 


And would be glad he met with ſome miſchance,) 


I'd have him poiſon'd with a pot of ale. | 
Mor. Farewel, my kinſman; I will talk to you 
When you are better temper'd to attend. 


| North, 
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North. Why what a waſp-tongu'd and impatient fool 
Art thou, to break into this woman's mood, 
Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ? 

Hot. Why look you, I am whipt and ſcourg'd with 

rods, / | 

Nettled, and ſtung with piſmires, when I hear 
Of this vile politician Bolingbroke 
In Richard's time — what do ye call the place? — 
A plague upon't — it is in Glo'ſterſpire — 
"Twas where the mad-cap Duke his uncle kept — 
His uncle York —— where l firſt bow'd my knee 
Unto this King of ſmiles, this Bolingbroke : 
When you and he came back from Ravenſprug. 

Noth, At Barkley caſtle, 
Hot. You ſay true: 
Why what a deal of n candied courteſie 
This fawning greyhound then did proffer me! 
Look, when his infant fortune came to age. 
And gentle Harry Percy — and kind couſin —— 
The devil take ſuch cozeners — God forgive me 
Good uncle tell your tale, for I have done. 

Wor. Nay, if you have not, to't again, 

We'll ſtay your leiſure, * 
Hot. I have done i faith. 
Mor. Then once more to your Scoriſh priſoners, 
Deliver them without their ranſom ſtrait, 
And make the Dowglas' ſon your only mean 
For pow'rs in Scotland? which for divers reaſons 
Which I ſhall ſend you written, be aſſur'd 
Will eafily be granted you, my lord. 
Yeur ſon in Scotland being thus employ'd, 
| Shall ſecretly into the boſom creep 


Of that ſame noble prelate, well-beloy'd, 
Th Archbiſhop. 


Hot. York, is't not? 
Mor. True, who bears hard 
Nis brother's death at Briſtol, the lord Scroop. 
I ſpeak not this in eſtimation, 
As what I think might be, but what I know 


4 Is 


n gaudy. 
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Is ruminated, plotted and ſet down, 
And only ſtays but to behold the face 
Of that occaſion that ſhall bring it on. 
Hot. I ſmell it: on my life it will do well. ; 
North. Before the game's a-foot, thou till lett'ſt flip. 
Hor, It cannot chuſe but be a noble Plot, 
And then the power of Scotland, and of York 
To join with Mortimer; ha! 
Mor. So they ſhall. © 
Hot, In faith it is exceedingly well aim'd. 
Mor. And tis no little reaſon bids us ſpeed 
To fave our heads, by railing of a head: 
For bear our ſelves as even as we can, ; 
The King will always think him in our debt, 
And think we deem our ſelves unſatisfy'd 
Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 
And ſee alreaJy, how he doth begin | 
To make us ftrangers to his looks of love. 
Hot. He does, he does; we'll be reveng'd on him? 
Mer. Couſin, farewel. No further go in this 
Than I by letters ſhall direct your courſe; 
When time is ripe, which will be ſuddenly, 
I'I teal to Glendower, and lord Mortimer, 
Where you, and Dowglas, and our pow'rs at once. 
(As 1 will faſhion it) ſhall happily meet, 
To bear our Fortunes in our own ſtrong arms, 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. ar 
North, Farewel, good brother, we ſhall thrive, I truſt, hi 
Hot. Uncle, adieu: O let the hours be ſhort, 
Til! fields, and blows, and groans applaud our ſport. rc 
| Exeun 
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ACT. IE SUE. E 
An I NNE. 
Enter a Carrier with a Lanthorn in his Hand. 


i CARRIER. 


ONE Go 55 EIGH ho, an't be not four by the da) 
il be hangd. Charles's wain is over the 
n des chimney, and yer our horſe not packt. 
lt CS What, oftler ? þ 4 

Oſt. Anon, anon. 


1 Car. I pr'ythee Tom, beat Cutts? ſaddle; 
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ut a few flocks in the point: the poor jade is wrung in 
2 withers, out of all ceſs. n 


Enter another Carrier. 


2 Car. Peaſe and beans are as dank here as a dog 
and that is the next way to give poor jades the bots: this 
houſe is turn'd upſide down, ſince Robin Oſtler dy d. 

1 Car. Poor fellow never joy'd fince the price of oats 
roſe, it was the death of him. 

2 Car. I think this be the moſt villainous houſe in all 
London road for Pleas: I am ſtung like a Tench. 

1 Car. Like a Tench? by th' Maſs there's nc*er a King 
in Chriſtendom could be better bit, than I bave been fince 
the firſt cock, TIS 

2 Car. Why, they will allow us neer a jourden, and 
then we leak in your chimney: and your chamberlie 


breeds fleas like a Loach, 


; 1 Cat 
+ dank, i. e. wet and rotten. 
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1 Car, What, oftler, come away, and be hang'd, come 
away. | 
2 Car. I have a gammon of bacon, and two razes of 
ginger, to be deliver d as far as Charing-Croſs. 

1 Car, *Odsbody, the Turkies in my panniers are quite 
ſtarv d. What oſtler? a plague on thee; haſt thou never 
an eye in thy head? canſt not hear? an 'twere not as 
good a deed as drink, to break the pate of thee, I am 
2 very villain. Come and be hang'd, haſt no faith in 
thee? | 


Enter Gads-hill. 


Gad. Good-morrow, carriers. What's a clock? 

Car. I think it be two a clock. 

Gads, I pr'ythee lend me thy lanthorn, to ſee my 
gelding in the ſtable, 3 

1 Car. Nay, ſoft I pray ye, I know a trick worth two 
of that faith | | | | 

Gads. I pr'ythee lend me thine. „ 

2 Car. Ay, when? can'ſt tell? lend me thy lanthorn 
quoth a! marry I'll fee thee hang d firſt. 

Gads. Sirrah, carrier, what time do you mean to come 
to London ? 8 18 : | 

2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, I 
warrant thee, Come, neighbour Maugges, we'll call up 
the gentlemen, they will along with company, for they 
have great charge, .xExe. Carriers 


SCENE II. 
Enter Chamberlain, 


Gads. What ho, chamberlain ? 

Chamb. At hand, quoth pick-purſe. 

Gads. That's even as fair, as at hand, quoth the cham- 
berlain; for thou varieſt no more from picking of purſes, 
than giving direction doth from labouring. Thou lay'ſt 
SEB 

Cham. 
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Cham. Good-morrow maſter Gads. hill, it holds currant 
that I told you yeſternight. There's a Franklin in the 
wild of Kent, hath brought three hundred marks with 
him in gold; I heard him tell it to one of his company 
laſt night at ſupper; a kind of auditor, one that hath 
abundance of charge too, God knows what: they are up 


already, and call for eggs and butter. They will away 


preſently. | 

Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not with + St. Nicholas? 
Clarks, I'll give thee this neck. 

Chamb. No, I'll none of it: I pr'ythee keep that for 
the hangman, for I know thou worſhipp'ſt St, Nicholas 
as truly as a man of falſhood may. | 

Gads. What talk'ſt thou to me of the hangman? if I 
hang, Il make a fat pair of pallows. For if I hang, 
old Sir ohm bangs with me, and thou know'ſt he's no 
ſtarveling. Tut, there are other Trojans that thou dream'ſt 
not of, the which, for ſport- fake, are content to do the 
Pons ſome grace; that would, if matters ſhould be 
ook'd into, for their own credit ſake, make all whole, 
I am join'd with no foot-land-rakers, no long-ſtaff ſix- 
penny-ſtrikers, none of thoſe mad Muſtachio-purple-hu'd- 
malt-worms; but with nobility and tranquillity; burgo- 
maſters, and great * one-eyers, ſuch as can hold in, ſuch 
as will ſtrike ſooner than ſpeak; and ſpeak ſooner than 
drink; and drink ſooner than pray; and yet I lye, for 
they pray continually unto their ſaint the common« 
wealth; or rather, not pray to her, but prey on her; 
— they ride up and down on her, and make her their 

OOts. 

Chamb. What, the common- wealth their boots? will. 
ſne hold out water in foul way? 

Gads. She will, ſhe will; juſtice hathliquor'd her. We 
Neal, as in a caſtle, cock-ſure; we have the receipt of 
Fernefeed, we walk inviſible l 


B Chamb. 


+ 4 cant. word for the devil, old nick. | 


: * Perhaps, Oneraries, Truſtees or Commiſ/iomers, - Or | 
ing men that look ſharp, and aim well, Metaph, "0 
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Chamb. Nay, I think rather, you are more beholden 


to the night, than the Fern-ſeed, for your walking in- 


viſible. | | 
Gads, Give me thy hand: thou ſhalt have a ſhare in 
our purchaſe, as I am a true man. 
— Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a falſe 
thief. 1 
SGads. Go to, Homo is a common name to all men: 
Bid the oſtler bring my gelding out of the ſtable. Fare- 


wel, ye muddy knave. Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 
The Highway 


Enter Prince Henry, Poins and Peto. 


Poins. O ME, ſhelter, ſhelter; T have removed 
2 Falſtaff 's horſe, and he frets like a gumm'd 
velvet. 
P. Henry. Stand cloſe. 


Enter Falſtaff. 


Fal. Poms, Poins, and be hang'd, Poins! | 

P. Henry. Peace ye fat-kidney'd raſcal, what a bawling 
doſt thou keep? | | 

Fal. What, Poins? Hal. | 

P. Henry. He is walk d up to the top of the hill, I'll go 
ſeek him. | 

Fal. I am accurſt to rob in that thief's company: the 
raſcal hath removd my horſe, and ty'd him I know nor 
where, If I travel but four foot by the ſquare farther 
afoot, I ſhall break my wind. Well, I doubt not but 


to die a fair death for all this, if I *ſcape hanging for 


killing that rogue, I have forſworn his company hourly 
any time this two and twenty year, and yet I am be- 
witch'd with the rogue's company. If the raſcal have 
not given me medicines to make me love him, I'll be 

ME OO hang'd, 
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hang'd, it eould not be elſe; I have drunk medicines. 
Poins! Hal! a plague upon you both. Bardolph! Peto ? 
I'll ſtarve ere VI] rob a foot further. An *wwere not as 
good a deed as to drink, to turn true-man, and to leave 
theſe rogues, I am the verteſt varlet that ever chew'd 
with a tooth. Eight yards of uneven ground, is three- 
ſcore and ten Miles afoot with me: and the ſtony-hearted 
villains know it well enough. A plague upon't, when 
thieves cannot be true to one another. [They whiſtle.] 
Whew, a plague upon you all. Give me my horſe; you 
rogues, give me my horſe, and be hang'd. 

P. Henry. Peace ye fat guts, lye down, lay thine ear 
cloſe to the ground, and lift it thou canſt hear the tread 
of travellers, 

Fal. Have you any leavers to lift me up again, be- 
ing down? *Sbload, I'll not bear mine own Aleth ſo far 
afoot again, for all the coin in thy father's exchequer; 
What a plague mean ye, to colt me thus? | 

P. Henry. Thou lieſt, thou art not colted, thou art un- 
colted. Bs 

Fal. I pr'ythee, good Prince Hal, help me to my horſe, 
good King's fon, _ | g 

P. Henry. Out you rogue, fhall I be your oſtler? 

Fal. Go hang thy ſelf in in thy own heir- apparent gar- 
ters; if I be ta en, PII peach for this; an I have not ballads 
made on you all, and ſung to filthy tunes, let a cu 
of ſack be my poiſon; when a jeſt is ſo forward, and 
afoot too! I hate it. | 


Enter Gads-hill and Bar dolph. 


Gads, Stand. 

Fal. So I do againſt my will, 

Poins. O tis our ſetter, I knowy his voice: 
Bardolph, what news? 

Bard. Caſe ye, caſe ye: on with your vizards; there's 
money of the King's coming down the hill, tis going 
to the King's Exchequer. 95 5 
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Fal. You lie, you rogue, tis going to the King's ta- 
vern. 
Gads. There's enough to make us all. 
Fal. To be hang d. | 


P. Henry. You four ſhall front them in the narrow 


* 


lane: Ned Poins and I will walk lower; if they ſcape from 


your encounter, then they light on us. 

Peto. But how many be of them? 

Gads. Some eight or ten. 

Fal. Zounds, will they not rob us? 

P. Henry. What a coward, Sir John Paunch? 

Fal. Indeed I am not John of Gaunt, your grand -fa- 
ther; but yet no coward, Hal. 

P. Heury. Well, we'll leave that to the proof. 

Poins. Sirrah, Fack, thy horſe ſtands behind the hedge; 
when thou need'ſt him, there ſhalt thou find him; fare- 
wel, and ſtand faft. 

Fal. Now cannot I ſtrike him if I ſhould be 

hang'd. g 

P. Henry. Ned, where are our diſguiſes? 

Poins. Here hard by: ſtand cloſe. 


Fal. Now my Maſters, happy man be his dole ſay I; 
every man to his buſineſs, | 


SCENE lv. 
Enter Travellers. 


Trav. Come, neighbour; the boy ſhall lead our horſes 
down the hill: we'll walk a foot a while, and eaſe our 
lege, . 
| , "nn Stand. 

Trav. Jeſu bleſs us! > 

Fal. Strike; down with them, cut the villains throats; 
ah! whorſon caterpillars; bacon-fed knaves, they hate us 
youth; down with them, fleece them, | 

Trav. O, we are undone, both we and ours for 


ever. | 


Fal. Hang ye gorbellied knaves, are you undone? no, 
ye fat chuffs, I would your ſtore were here, On bacons, 
OY RY — mw 
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on! what ye knaves? young men muſt live; you are grand 
jurors, are ye? we'll jure ye i faith. 
[ Here they rob and bind them: Exeunt. 


Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 


P. Henry, The thieves have bound the true · men: now 
could thou and I rob the thieves and go merrily to 
London, it would be argument for a week, laughter for 
a month, and a goed jeſt for ever. 

Point. Stand cloſe, 1 hear them coming. 


Enter Thieves again. 


Fal. Come my maſters, let us ſhare, and then to horſe 
before day; and the Prince and Poins be not two arrant 
cowards, there's no equity ſtirring. There's no more 
valour in that Poins, than in a wild Duck. 

P. Henry. Your mony. - 

Poins. Villains. 

[4s they are ſharing, the Prince and Poins ſet upon 
them. They all run away, and Falſtaff after a 
blow or two runs away too, leaving the booty be- 
hind them, : 

P. N Got with much eaſe. Now merrily to 

| horſe: | 

The Thieves are ſcatter'd and poſſeſt with fear 

So ſtrongly, that they dare not meet each other; 

Each takes his fellow for an officer. 

Away, good Ned Now Falſtaff ſweats to death, 

And lards the lean earth as he walks along: 

Were't not for laughing, I ſhould pity him. | 

Peins, How the rogue roat d! [Exent. 
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SCENE V. 


Lord Percy's Houſe. 
Enter Hot-ſpur ſolus, reading a letter, 


B UT for mine own part my lord, I could be well contented 
to be there, in reſtect of the love I bear your Houſe, 
He could be contented to be there; why is he not then? 
in reſtect of the love he bears our hauſe: he ſhews in this, 
he loves his own barn better than he loves our houſe, 
Let me ſee ſome more. The purpoſe you undertake is 
dangerous. Why that's certain: 'tis dangerous to take 
a cold, to fleep, to drink: but I tell you, my lord 
fool, cut of this nettle, danger, we pluck this flower, 
ſafely. The purpoſe you undertake is dangerous, the friends 
you have named uncertain, the time it ſelf unſorted, and 
your whole plot too light, for the counterpoixe of ſo great 
an oppoſition, Say you ſo, ſay you ſo? I fay unto you 
again, you are a ſhallow cowardly hind, and you lie. 
What a lack-brain is this? By the lord, our plot is a 
good plot as ever was laid; our friends true and con- 
ſtant: a good plot, good friends, and full of expecta- 
tion: an excellent plot, very good friends. What a 
froſty-ſpirited rogue is this? Why, my lord of Tork 
commends the plot, and the general courſe of the ac- 
tion, By this hand, if I were now by this raſcal, I 
could brain him with his lady's fan, Is there not my 
father, my uncle, and my ſelf, Lord Edmond Mortimer, 
my lord of York, and Owen Glendower? Is there not be- 
fide, the Dowglas? have I not all their letters, to meet 
me in arms by the ninth of the next month? and are 
there not ſome of them ſet forward already? What a 
Pagan raſcal is this? an infidel. Ha! you ſhall fee now 
in very ſincerity of fear and cold heart, will he to the King, 
and lay open all our proceedings. O, I could divide my 

{elf, and go to buffets, for moving ſuch a diſh of skimm'd 
milk with ſo honourable an ation, Hang him, Jet * 
8 EE | tell 
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tell the King. We are prepared, I will ſet forward 
to-night. | 


SCENE VI. 
Enter Lady Percy, 


How _ Kate! I muſt leave you within theſe two 
ours, 

Lady. O my good lord, why are you thus alone? 
For what offence have I this fortnight been 
A baniſh'd woman from my Harry's bed? 
Tell me, ſweet lord, what is't that takes from thee 
Thy ſtomach, pleaſure, and thy golden ſleep? 
Why doſt thou bend thy eyes upon the earth? 
And ftart ſo often when thou ſitt'ſt alone? 
Why haſt thou loft the freſh blood in thy cheeks? 
And given my treaſures and my rights of thee, 
To thick-ey'd muſing, and curſt melancholy ! 
In thy faint ſlumbers I by thee have watcht, 
And heard the murmur tales of iron wars: 
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding ſteed; 
Cry, courage! to the field! and thou haſt talk'd 
Of allies, and retires; of trenches, tents, 
Of paliſadoes, frontiers, parapets; 
Of baſilisks, of cannon, culverin, 
Of priſoners ranſom, and of ſoldiers ſlain, 
And all the current of a heady fight. 
Thy ſpirit within thee hath been ſo at war, 
And thus hath ſo beſtir'd thee in thy ſleep, 
That Beads of ſweat have ſtood upon thy brow, 
Like bubbles in a late diſturbed ſtream : 
And in thy face ſtrange motions have appear'd, 
Such as we ſee when men reſtrain their breath, 
On ſome great ſudden haſte, O what portents are 
| theſe? | 
Some heavy buſineſs hath my lord in hand, 
And I muſt know it; elſe he loves me not. 

Hot. What ho, is Gilliams with the packet gone? 
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Enter Servant, 


Serv, He is, my lord, an hour agone. 
Hor. Hath Buztley brought thoſe horſes from the She- 
riff? | 
Serv. One horſe, my lord, he brought ev'a now. 
Hot. What horſe? a roan, a crop ear, is it not? 
Serv. It is, my lord. | 
Hot. That roan ſhall be my throne. 
Well, I will back him ſtrait. O Eſperance { 
Bid Butler lead him forth into the park, 
Lady. But hear, you, my lord. 
Hot. What ſay'ſt thou, my lady? 
Lady, What js it carries you away? 
Hot. Why, my horſe, my love, my horſe. 
Lady. Out you mad-headed ape! A weazel hath not 
Such a deal of ſpleen as you are toſt with, 
In faith Vil know your buſineſs, that I will, 
I fear my brother Mortimer doth ſtir 
About his title, and hath ſent for you 
To line his enteyprize , but if you go 
Het. 8o far afoot, I ſhall be weary, love; 
Lady, Come, come, you Paraquito, anſwer me 
Directly to this queſtion, I ſhall ask. 
Vl] break thy little finger, Harry, 
If thou wilt not tell me true. | 
Hot. Away, away, you triffer: love! I love thee 
not, | 
1 care not for thee, Kate; this is no world 
To play with + mammets, and to tilt with lips. 
We muſt have bloody noſes, and crack'd crowns, 
And paſs them currant too — gods me! my horſe. 
What ſay'ſt thou, Kate! what wouldſt thou have with 
A | 
Lady. Do you not love me?. do you not indeed? 
Well, do not tben. For ſince you love me not, 
J will not love my ſelf. Do you not love me ? 
Nay, tell me if you ſpeak in jeſt or no? 


Hot 
'F Mammets, i. E. girls. | 


Kung Henmy IV. 33 
Hot. Come, wilt thou ſee me ride? 
And when I am on horſe- back, I will ſwear 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate, 
J muſt not have you henceforth queſtion me, 
Whither I go; nor reaſon where about. 
Whither I muſt, I muſt; and to conciude, 
This evening muſt I leave thee, gentle Kate. 
I know you wiſe, but yet no further wiſe 
Than Harry Percy's wife, Conſtant you are, 
But yet a woman; and for ſecreſie, 
No lady cloſer. For I will believe, 
Thou wilt not utter what thou doſt not know. 
And ſo far will I truſt thee, gentle Kate. 
Lady. How fo far ?: 
Hot. Not an inch further. But hark you Kate: 
Whither I go, thither ſhall you go too: 
To-day will I fet forth, to-morrow you; 
Will this content you, Kate? c 
Lady. It muſt of force. Exeunt. 


** 


SCENE VI. 


a 


r r — 


The Tavern in Eaſt-cheap. 
Enter Prince Henry and Poins.. 


P. Henry, N ED, pr'ythee come out of that fat room, 
z and lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 
Poins. Where baſt been, Hal? 

Es __ With three or four loggerheads, amongſt 
three or fourſcore hogſheads. I have founded the very 
baſs ſtring of humiliry. Sirrab, I'am ſworn brother to 
a leaſh of drawers, and can call them by their Chriſten 
names, 2s Tom, Dick, and Francis, They take it al- 
ready upon their 2 conſcience that though I be but Prince 
of Wales, yet I am the King of courteſie; telling me 
flatly I am no proud Fack, like Jack Falſtaff, but a 
Corinthian, a lad of mettle, a good boy: and when I 

2 confidence. = 
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am King of England, I ſhall command all the good lad 
F in Eaſi-cheap. They call drinking deep, dying ſcarlet; 
= and when you b breathe in your watring, they cry hem! 
| and bid you play it off. To conclude, I am ſo good a 
proficient in one quarter of an hour, that I can drink 
with a tinker in his own language during my life. I 
tell thee Ned, thou haſt loſt nuch honour, chat thou 
wert not with me in this action; but ſweet Ned, (to 
ſweeten which name of Ned, I give thee this penny- 
worth of ſugar, clapt even now into my hand by an un- 
der skinker, one that never ſpake other Engliſh in his 
life, then Eight Shillings and Six Pence, and You are wel- 
come Sir: wit this ſhrill addition, Anon Sir, anon Sir; 
Score a pint of baſtard in the half moon, or ſo.) But Nea, 
to drive away time till Falſtaff come, I pr'ythee do thou 
ſtand in ſome bye room, while I queſtion my puny 
drawer, to what end be give me the ſugar? and do ne- 
ver leave calling Francis, that his tale to me may be 
no'hing but, anon. Step aſide, and I'll ſhew thee a 
precedent. 
© Porns. Francis. 
P. Henry. Thou art perfect. 
Poins. Francis. 


SCENE VII. 


Enter Francis the drawer. 


Fran. Anon, anon Sir; look dewyn into the pomgra- 
get, Ralph. | 
P. Henry. Come hither, Francis. 
Fran. My lord. ED 
P. Henry, Hew long haſt thou to ſerve, Francis? 
Fran. Forſootb, five years, and as much as to —— 
Poins. Francis. | 
Fran non, anon, Sir, | 
P. Henry. Five years; by'r-ladv; a long leaſe for the 
clicking of pewter. But Francis, dareſt thou be ſo va- 
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liant; as to play the coward with thy indenture, and 
ſhew it a fair pair of heels, and run from it? 

Fran. O lord, Sir, I'll be ſworn upon all the books in 
England, I could find in my heart 
Poins. Francis, 
Fran. Anon, anon, Sir: 
P. Henry. How old art thou, Francis ? 
Fran, Let me ſee, about Michaelmas next I ſhall 
be : 


— Francis. | 
Fran. Anon Sir; pray you ſtay a little, my lord. 


P. Heury. Nay, but hark you Francis, for the ſugar 


thou gaveſt me, *twas a pennyworth, was't not? 

Fran. O lord, I would it had been two. 

P. Henry, 1 will give thee for it a thouſand pound: 
ask me when thou wilt, and thou ſhalt have it. 

Poins. Francis. | | 

Fran, Anon, anon. 

P. Henry. Anon, Francis? no, Francis, but to-morrow 
Francis; or Francis, on Thurſday; or indeed Francis, when 
thou wilt. But Francis. 

Fran. My lord. | 

P. Henry. Wilt thou rob this leathern-jerkin, chriſtal- 
button, e knot-pated, agat-ring, puke-ſtocking, caddice- 
garter, ſmooth tongue, Spaniſh. pouch. 

Frau. O lord, Sir, who do you mean? | 

P. Henry, Why then your brown baſtard is your only 
drink; for look you, Francis, your white canvas doub- 
let will ſully. In Barbary, Sir, it cannot come to ſo 
mach. 

Fran. What, Sir? 
Poms. Francis, 
— Henry. Away you rogue, doſt thou not hear them 
call? 
Here they both call, the drawer ſtands amazed 
not knowing which way to go, 
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Enter Vintner. 


Vint. What, ſtand' ſt thou ſtill, and hear ſuch a call- 
ing? Look to the gueſts within. My lord, old Sir 70%n 
with half a dozen more are at the door; ſhall I let 
them in? y 

P. Henry, Let them alone a while, and then open the 


Enter Poins. 


Poms. Anon, anon, Sir. | 
P. Henry. Sirrah, Falſtaff and the reſt of the thieves 
are at the door; ſhall we be merry? 

Poins. As merry as Crickets, my lad. But hark ye 
what cunning match have you made with this jeſt of the 
drawer? come, what's the iſſue? | 

P. Henry. I am now of all humours, that have ſhew'd 
themſelves humours, ſince the old days of good man Adam, 
to the pupil age of this preſent twelve 'a clock at mid- 
nig ht. What's a clock, Francis? . 

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir. | 

P. Henry, That ever this fellow ſhould have fewer 
words than a Parrot, and yet the ſon of a Woman. His 
induſtry is up ſtairs and down ſtairs; his eloquence the 
parcel of a reckoning, I am not yet of Pexcy's mind, 
the hot-ſpur of the north; he that kills me ſome fix or 
even dozen of Scots at a-breakfaft, waſhes his hands and 
ſays to his wife, fie upon this quiet life, I want work. 
O my ſweet Harry, ſays ſhe, how many haſt thou kill'd . 
to-day ? Give my roan horſe a drench, ſays he, and anſwers, 
me fourteen, an hour after; a trifle, a trifle, I pr'ythee 
call in Falfiaff, I'll play Percy, and that damn'd brawn 
mall play dame Mortimer his wife. Rivo, ſays the drunk= 


SCENE 


U 
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SCENE IX. 
Enter Falſtaff. 


| Poms, Welcome Jack, where haſt thou been? — 
Fal, A plague of all Cowards, I ſay, and a vengeance ' 
too, marry and Amen. Give me a cup of ſack, boy 
Ere I lead this life long, Ill ſow nether ſocks, and mend 
them, and foot them too. A plague of all cowards. Give 
me a cup of ſack, rogue. Is there no virtue extant? 
[ He drinks. 
P. Henry. Didſt thou never ſee Titan kiſs a diſh of 
butter? pitiful hearted + Titan, that melted at the ſweet 
tale of the ſun? if thou didſt, then behold that com- 
ound, | 
. Fal. You, rogue here's lime in this ſack too; there 
is nothing but roguery to be found in villainous Man; 
yet a coward is worſe than a cup of ſack with lime in 
it. A villainous coward —— Go thy ways old Fack, die 
when thou wilt; if manhood, good manhood be not for- 
got upon the face of the earth, then am I a ſhotten her- 
ring: there live not three good men unhang'd in England. 
and one of thera is fat, and grows old, God help the 


while, a bad world I ſay. I would 1 were a weaver, I 


could ſing pſalms, and all manner of ſongs. A. plague of- 
all Cowards, I fay ſtill, 3 

P. Henry. How now Woolſack, what mutter you? 

Fal. A King's ſon? if do do not beat thee out of thy 
kingdom with a dagger of lath, and drive all thy ſubjects 
afore thee like a flock of wild geeſe, I'll never wear hair 
on my face more. You Prince of Vales 

P. Henry, Why you whorſon round Man! -whai's the 
matter ? Pe 

Fal. Are you. not a coward? anſwer me to that, and 
Poins there? | 

P. Henry. Ye fat paunch, an ye call me coward, Pl ſiab- 


thecs 
. Fal, 
+ or rather, Butter that melted, & c. 


38 "Ie Firſt Part of 


Fal. I call thee coward 1 Ill ſee thee damn'd ere I'll call 
the Coward ; but I would give a thouſand pound I could 
Tun as faſt as thou canſt. You are ſtrait enough in the 
ſhoulders, you care not who ſees your back: call you 
that backing of your friends? a plague upon ſuch back- 
ing; give me them that will face me Give me a 
cup of ſack, I am a rogue if I drunk to-day. 

P. Henry. O villain, thy Lips are ſcarce wip'd ſince 
thou drunk'ſt laſt, : 

Fal. All's one for that. [He driuls. 
A plague of all cowards ſtill, ſay I: | 
P. Henry What's the matter ? : 

Fal. What's the matter! here be four of us, have ta en 
a thouſand pound this morning. 

P. Henry. Where is it, Fack? where is it? 

Fal. Where is it? taken from us, it is; a hundred upon 
poor four of us. ; ; 

P. Henry. What, a hundred, man? 

Fal. I am a rogue if I were not at half ſword with a 
dozen of them two hours together, I have eſcap'd by 
miracle, I am eight times thruſt through the doubler, 
four through the hoſe, my buckler cut through and 
through, my ſword hack d like a hand-ſaw, ecce ſignum. 
J never dealt better ſince I was a Man; all would not do. 
A plague of all cowards let them ſpeak; if they 
ſpeak more or leſs than truth, they are yillains and the ſons 
of darkneſs. | EO 
P. Henry, Speak Sirs, how was it? 

* Gads, We four ſet upon ſome dozen. 

Fal. Sixteen, at leaſt, my lord. 

Gads, And bound them. 

Peto. No, no, they were not bound, 

Fal. You rogue they were bound, every man of them; 
or I am a Few elſe, an Ebrew Few. | | 

Gads. As we were ſharing, ſome ſix or ſeyen freſh men 


ſet upon us. | 
1 | al 


In the old edition Roſſel ſteaks here, and not Gads- 


hill, 


2 And unbound the reſt, and then came in the 
other. 
P. Henry. What, fought ye with them all? 

Fal. All? I know not what ye call all? but if I foughg 
not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of radiſh: if there 
were not two or three and fifty upon poor old Fack, then 
am I no two-legg'd creature. 8 
: Poins. Pray heav'n, you have not murthered ſome of 
them, : 

Fal. Nay that's pſt praying for. I have pepper'd two 
of them; two I am ſure I have pay'd, two rogues in 
buckram ſuits, I tell thee what, Hal, If I tell the a lie, 
ſpit in my face. call me horſe; thou know'ſt my old 
ward; here [ lay, and thus I bore my point ; four rogues 
in buckra m let drive at me. 

P. Henry. What, four thou ſaidſt but two, even 
now. 
Fal Four, Hal, I told thee four. 

Poins, Ay. ay, he ſaid four. 

Fal. Theſe four came all a-front, and mainly thruſt at 
me? I made no more ado, but took all their ſeven points 

in my target, thus. 
pP. Henry. Seven! why there were but four even 
now. | . 

Fal. In buckram. 

Poins. Ay, four in buckram Suits. 

Fal. Seven, by theſe Hilts, or I am a villain elſe, 

P. Henry. Pr'ythee let him alone, we ſhall have more 
anon. 

Fal. Doſt thou hear me, Hal? 

P. Henry. Ay, and mark thee too, Fack. | 

Fal. Do ſo, for it is worth the liftning to : theſe nine 
in buckram, that I told thee of. N 

P. Henry, So, two more already. 

Fal. Their points being broxen 

Poins. Down fell his hoſe. 

Fal. Began to give me ground; but I foll-w'd me cloſe; 
came iir ot and hand; and with a thought, ſeven of the 
elexen I pay d. e 1 | 
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P. Henry. O monſtrous! eleven buckram meh grown: 


out of two! 
Fal. But as the devil would have it, three miſ-begot- 
ten knaves in Kendal green, came at my back, and let 


drive at me; (for it was ſo dark, Hal, that thou couldſt 


not ſee thy hand.) 


P. Henry. Theſe lies are like the Father that begets 


them, groſs as a mountain, open, palpable. Why thou 


clay-brain'd guts, thou knotty-pated fool, thou whorſon 


obſcene greaſie tallow-catch — 


al. What, art thou mad? art thou mad? is not the 


truth, the truth? 

P. Henry. Why, how coud'ſt thou know theſe men 
in Kendal green, when it was ſo dark, thou conld'ft not 
fee thy Hand? come tell us your reaſon: what ſay'ſt 
thon to this? | | 

Poins. Come, your reaſon, Fack, your reaſon. 


Fal. What, upon compulfion? no; were I at the ſtrap- 


Pado, or all the racks in the world, I would not tell 


you on compulſion. Give you a reaſon on compultion ! 


if reaſons were as plenty as biack-berries, I would give 
no man a reaſon upon compulſion : I? 


P. Henry. Vl be no longer guilty of this fin, This 
fanguine coward, this bed- preſſer, this horſeback-breaker, 


this huge hill of fleſh, 


Fal. Away you ſtarveling, you elf-skin, ycu dry'd 


neats-tongue, bull's pizzel, you ſtock-fiſh: O for breath to 


utter! What is like thee? You taylor's yard, you ſheath, 


ycu bow-cafe, you vile ſtanding tuck, 


P. Henry. Well, breathe a while, and then to't again; 


and when thou haſt tir'd thy ſelf in baſe compariſons; 

hear me ſpeak but this. | | 

Poins, Mark, Jack. | 

P. Henry. We two faw you four ſet on four, you 
bound them, and were maſters of their wealth: mark 
now how a plain tale ſhall put you down. Then did we: 
two ſet on you four, and with a word, outfac'd you 
from your prize, and haye it, yea, and can ſhew it you 
here in the houſe, And Falſtaff, you carry'd your guts 
wer as nimbly, with 8s quick dexterity, and roared 
| | or 
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a 
for mercy, and ſtill ran and roar'd, as ever I heard 
t= bu'l-calf. What a flave art thou, to hack thy ſword as 1 
et thou haſt done, and then ſay it was in fight. What 4a 
& trick ? what deviſe ? what ſtarting hole, can'ſt thou now 1 
find out, to hide thee from this open and apparent mW 
ts: ſhame ? | 2 | 
u Poins, Come, let's hear, Fack : what trick haſt thou f 
n now? | * 
Fal. By the Lord, I knew ye, as well as he that made i 
* ye. Why hear ye, my maſters, ; was it for me to kill ._ 
the heir apparent? Should I turn upon the true Prince? 4 \ 
n Why, thou knoweſt J am as valiant as Hercules; but be- | 
2 ware inſtinct, the Lion will not touch the true Prince: | 1 
K inſſ inct is a great matter. I was a coward on inſtinct: I 1 


ſnall think the better of my ſelf, and thee, during my 
life; I, for a valiant Lion, and thou for a true Prince. But, 
dy the lord, lads, I am glad you have the mony. Hoſteſs, 


] Clap to the doors; watch to-night, pray to-morrow. Gal- 

7 lants, lads, boys, hearts of gold, all the titles of good fel- 

, lowſhip come to you. What, ſhall we be merry? ſhall 
we have a play extempore ? X 

2 P. Henry. Content, and the argument ſhall be, thy rune 
ning away. £5 

. Fal. Ah, no more of that, Hal, if thou loveſt me. 


0 S S EN E X. 
Enter Hoſteſs. 


Hoſt, O Jeſu! my lord the Prince! „ 

P. Henry. How now, my lady the Hoſteſs, what ſay'ſt 
thou to me? | 

Hoſt, Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of the Court 
at door would ſpeak with you, be ſays he comes from 
your father. 

P. Henry. Give him as much as will make him a royal 
man, and ſend him back again to my mother, 

Fal. What manner of man is he? 

Hoſt An old man ETD | 

N Fal 


— 
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Fal. What doth gravity out of his bed at midnight? 


Shall I giv- him his anſwer? H 
. P. Henry. Pr'ythee do, Fack, = 
Fal. Faith and Vil fend him packing. Exit. fi. 
P. Henry. Now Sirs, by*r-lady you fought fair; fo did SF; 
you Peto, ſo did you Bardolph: you are Lions. too, you fr 
ran away upon inſtin&t; you will not touch the true in 
Pric ee, no, fie. ol 
Bard. Faith I ran when I ſaw others run. Li 
P. Henry. Tell me now in earneſt; how came Falſtaffs u 
ſword ſo hackt? h 
Peto. Why, he hackt it with his dagger, and ſaid, he 
would ſwear truth out of England, but he would make ; 
you believe it was done in fight, and perſuaded us to do 11 
the like. 0 
Bard, Yea, and to tickle our noſes with ſpear- graſs, P 


to make them bleed, and then beſlubber our garments 
with it, and ſwear it was the blood of true men. I did k 
that I did not theſe ſeyen years before, I bluſh'd to hear 
his monſtrous devices. | 
P. Henry. O Villain, thou ſtolleſt a cup of ſack eighteen | 
years ago, and wert taken in the manner, and ever ſince N 
thou haſt. bluſh'd extemporo; thou hadſt fire and ſword on 
thy fide, and yet thou ranneſt away; what inſtin& hadſt ! 
thou for it ? | | : 
Bard. My lord, do you ſee theſe meteors ? do you be- t 
hold theſe exhalations? | 
P. Henry, I do. 
Bard. What think you they portend ? 
P. Henry Hot livers, and cold purſes... 
Bard. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken, 
P. Henry, No, if rightly taken, halter. 


SCENE XI. 5 | 
Enter Falitaff, 


«an .PDHDxO2L @. oC 


| Here comes lean Fack, here comes bare-bone. How now 
my ſweet creature of bombaſt, how long is't ago, Fack, 
. ince thou ſaw'ſt thy own knee? f 


Fal, 


— —„—-⅜ 
1 


King Henry IV. 43 

Fal. My own knee? When I was about thy Years, 
Hal, I was not an Fagle's talon in the waſte, I could 
have crept into any Alderman's thumb-ring : a plague of 
ſiphing and grief, it blows a man up like a bladder; 
There's villainous news abroad: here was Sir Fohn Braby 


from your father; you muſt go to the court in the morn» 


ing. That ſime mad fellow of the north, Percy; and he 

of Wales, that gave Amamon the baſtinado, and made 

Lucifer cuckold, and ſwore the devil his true Liegeman 

_ the croſs of a Helſh hook: what a plague call you 
im 

Pons. O, Glendower. TO 

Fal. Owen, Owen; the ſame, and his ſon- in- lav Mor- 
timer, and old Northumberland, and the ſprigh'ly Scot 
of Scots, Dowglas, that runs a horſeback up a hill per- 
pendicular f : 

P. Henry. He that rides at high ſpeed, and with a piſtol. 
kills a Sparrow fly ing. 

Fal. You have hit it. 

P. Henry. So did he never the Sparrow. 

Fal. Well, that raſcal hath good mettle in him, he will 
not run. | 

P. Henry, Why, what a raſcal art thou then, to praiſe 
him for ſo running ? 7 | 

Fal, A horſeback, ye cuckow, but afoot he will not 
budge a foot. 

P. Henry. Yes, Fack, upon inſtinct. 

Fal. I grant ye, upon inſtin&: well, he is there too, 
and one Mordake, and a thouſand blue- caps more. Mor- 
ceſter is ſtoln away by night: thy father's beard is turn d 
white with the news: you may buy land now as cheap 
as ſtinking mackerel. : 

P. Henry Then *cis like, if there come a hot + June, 
and this civil buffering hold, we ſhall buy maidenheads as 
they buy hob-nails, by the hundred. | 

Fal By the maſs, lad, thou ſay'ſt true, it is like we 
ſhall have good trading that way. But tell me, Hal, art 
not thou horrible afeard? thou being heir TI 

| co 


F ſum; 
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could the world pick the out three ſuch enemies again ag 
that fiend Dowglas, that ſpirit Percy, and that devil Glen- 
dower? art thou not horribly afraid? doth not thy blood 
thrill at it ? | | 
Fo — Not a whit i' faith, I lack ſome of thy in- 
inct. 

Fal. Well thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow, when 
thou com'ſt to thy father: if thou do love me, practiſe an 
anſwer. 

P. Henry. Do thou ſtand for my father, and examine 
me upon the particulars of my life. | 

Fal. Shall I? content: this chair ſhall be my tate, this 
dagger my ſcepter, and this cuſhion my crown. 

P. Henry. Thy ſtate is taken for a joint-ſtoo], thy gol 
den ſcepter for a leaden dagger, and thy precious rich 
crown for a pitiful bald crown, 

Fal. Well, an the fire of grace be not quite out of thee, 
now ſhalt thou be moved —- Give me a cup ct 
fack to make mine eyes look red, that it may be thought 

I have wept; for I muſt ſpeak in paſſion, and I will do 
it in King Cambyſes' ve in. 5 

P. Herry. Well, here is my leg. 

: Fal. And here is my {Ptech pam Stand afide nobi- 

7 ————ů—— ; | 

Hoſt. This is excellent ſport, Yfaith, 

Fal. Weep not, ſweet Queen, for trickling tears are 

vain, 

Hoſt. O the father! how he holds his countenance ? 

Fal. For God's fake, lords, convey my triſtfal Queen, 
For tears do ſtop the flood-pates of her eyes. 

Hoſt. O rare, he doth it as like one of thoſe harlotry 
players, as I ever ſee. 

Fal. Peace, good pint-pot, peace good tickle-brain — 
Harry, I do not only marvel, where thou ſpendeſt thy 
© time; but alſo, how thou art accompany'd: for though 
< the camomile, the more it is trodden on, the faſter it 
grows: yet youth, the more it is waſted, the ſooner 
it wears. Thou art my ſon; I have partly thy mo- 
4 ther's word, partly my opinion; but chiefly, a villainous 
« trick of thine eye, and a fooliſh hanging of thy _— 
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96 2 lip, that doth warrant me. If then thou be ſon to 
en. me, here lyeth the point; why, being fon to me, art 
od k thou. ſo pointed at? Shall the bleſſed Son of heav'n 

prove a 4 micher, and eat black-berries ? a queſtion 


in- not to be ask d. Shall the ſon of England prove a 
. thief, and take Purſes ? a queſtion to be ask d. There 
en is a thing, Harry, which thou haſt often heard of, 


an © and it is known to many in our land by the name of 
* pixch: this pitch; as ancient writers do report, doth 
ine © defile; ſo doth the company thou keep'ſt; for Harry, 
* now do I not ſpeak to thee in drink, but in tears; 
his MW © not in pleaſure, but in paſſion; not in words only, but 
in woes alſo; and yet there is a virtuous man, whom 
ol : I have often noted in thy company, but I know not his 
; oy name. 
10 ; 5 Henry. What manner of man, an it like your Ma- 
jeſty. | 
5 oh Fal. A goodly portly man i'faith, and a corpulent; 
ht * of a chearful look, a pleafing eye, and a moſt noble 
do carriage; and as I think, his age ſome fifty, or, by r- 
© lady, inclining to threeſcore; and now I remember 
me, his name is Falſtaff : if that man ſhould be lewd- 
* * ly given, he deceives me; for Harry, I fee virtue in 
| © bis looks. If then the tree may be known by the fruit, 
© as the fruit by the tree, then peremptorily I ſpeak it, 
© there is virtue in that Falſtaff; him keep with, the reſt 


"my * baniſh, And tell me now, thou naughty varlet, tell me, 
< where haſt thou been this month? | 

1 P. Henry. Doſt thou ſpeak like a King? do thou ſtand 

8 for me, and I'll play my father. 

5 Fal. Depoſe me. If thou do'ſt it half ſo gravely, fo 
7 majeſtically, both in word and matter, hang me up by 
the heels for a rabbet-ſucker, or a poulterer's hare. 

Fs P. Henry. Well, here 1 am ſet. : | 
4 Fal. And here I ſtand; judge, my maſters, 
* P. Henry. Now Harry, whence come you? 
a Fal. My noble lord, from Eaſt cheap. 
10. ; P „ Henry. 
on + a micher, i. e. a truant; to mich, is to lurk out of 


ip, | ſight ; à hedge-creeper, 
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P. Henry. The complaints I hear of thee areggrievous; 
Fal. *Sblood, my lord, they are falſe, — Nay, Vll 
tickle ye for a young Prince, 


P. Henry. Sweareſt thou, ungracious boy? henceforth 


* neer look on me; thou art violently carry'd away from 
grace; there's a devil haunts thee, in the likeneſs of a 

fat old man: a tun of man is thy companion. Why 
< doſt thou converſe with that trunk of humours, that 
« boulting-hutch of beaſtlineſs, that ſwoln parcel of drop- 
« fies, that huge bombard of ſack, that ſtuft clock-bag of 
guts, that roaſted Manning-tree Ox with the pudding in 
, 13 that reverend vice, that grey iniquity, that 
© father ruffian, that vanity in years? Wherein is he good, 
but to taſte ſack and drink it? wherein neat and clean- 
ly, but to carve a capon and eat it? wherein cunning, 
but in craft? wherein crafty but in villany? wherein 
© villainous, but in all things? wherein worthy, but in 
nothing? | 

Fal. I would your grace would take me with you: 
whom means your grace? 

P. Henry. That villainous abominable miſ-leader of 
youth, Falſtaff, that old white-bearded Sathan. 

Fal. My lord the man I know, 

P. Henry. I know thou doſt. 

Fal. But to ſay, I know more harm in him than in 
my ſelf, were to ſay more than I know. That he is 
old, the more's the pity, his white hairs do witneſs it 
« but that he is, (ſaving your reverence,) a whoremaſter, 
that I utterly deny. If ſack and ſugar be a fault, God 
help the wicked: if to be old and merry, be a fin, then 
many an old hoſt that I know is damn'd: if to be fat, 
be to be hated, then Pharaoh's lean kine are to be loy'd. 
No, my good lord, baniſh Pero, baniſh Bardolph, baniſh 
« Poins; but for ſweet Fack Falſtaff. kind Fack Falſtaff, 
true Jack Falſtaff, valiant Zack Falftaff, and therefore 
more valiant, being as he is, old Fach Falſtaff ; baniſh 
« not him thy Harry's company: baniſh plump Fack, and 
« baniſh all the world. EI : ; 

P. Henry, I do, I will, 8 

| Enter 


P 


me 


King Henry IV. 47. 
Enter Bardolph running. 
Bard. O, my lord, my lord, the Sheriff wich a moſt 


monſtrous watch, is at the door. 
Fal. Out you rogue, play out the play: I have much 


ko ſay in the behalf of that Falſtaf. 


Enter the Hoſteſs. 


Hoſt, O, my lord, my lord! 

Fal. Heigb, heigh, the devil rides upon a fiddle-ſtick:; 
what's the matter ? 

Hoſt. The Sheriff and all the watch are at the door: 
they are come to ſearch the houſe: ſhall I let them 
in? | 
Fal, Doſt thou hear, Hal? never call a true piece o 
gold a counterfeit: thou art eſſentially mad, without 
ſeeming ſo. | 
= P. Henry. And thou a natural coward, without in- 

inct. | | 
Fal. I deny your major; if you! will deny the Sheriff, 


S fo; it not, let him enter. It I become not a cart as 
well as another man, a plague on my bringing up; I 


hope I ſhall as ſoon be ſtrangled with a halter, as ano- 
cher. : 
P. Henry. Go hide thee behind the arras, the reſt walk 
above. Now my maſters, for a true face and good con- 
ſcience. 
Fal. Both which I have had; but their date is out, and 
therefore I'll hide me. 
| [Exeunt Falſtaff, Bardolph, &c. 
P, Henry, Call in the Sheriff, Re 


SCENE Xl 
Enter Sheriff and the Carrier. 


} | 
P. Henry. Now maſter Sheriff, what is your will with 
me? = 8 Sher. 
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Sher. Firſt, pardon me, my lord, A hue and cry 
Hath follow'd certain men unto this houſe, 

P. Henry. What men? 

Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious lord, 
A groſs fat man. 

Car. As fat as butter, | 

P. Henry. The man, I do aſſure you, is not here, 
For I my {elf at this time have imploy'd him; 

And, Sheriff, I engage my word to thee, 

That I will by to-morrow dinner time. 

Send him to anſwer thee, or any man, 

For any thing he ſhall be charg'd withal : 

And ſo let me intreat you leave the Houſe, 

Sher. I will, my lord: there are two gentlemen 
Have in this robbery loſt three hundred marks. 

P. Henry. It may be ſo; if he have robb'd theſe men; 
He ſhall be anſwerable; and fo fare wel. ; 

Sher. Good night, my noble lord. 

P. Henry. I think it is good morrow, is it not? 

Sher. Indeed, my lord, L think it be two a clock. 

| Exit. 

P. Henry. This oily raſcal is known as well as Paul's; 

call him forth, | 

Peto, Falſtaff? faſt aſleep behind the arras, and ſnorting 
like a horſe, * | 

P. Henry. Hark, how hard he fetches bis breath; ſearch 
his pockets. 

[He ſearches his pockets, and finds certain papers. 

P. Henry. What haſt thou found? | 

Peto. Nothing but pzpers, my lo, . 

P. Henry. Let's ſee, what be they? read them. 

Peto. Item, a capon, 2s. 2d. | 
Item, Sawce, 4d. 

Item, Sack, two gallons, 5s. 8 d. 
Item, Anchoves and ſack after ſupper, 25s. 6 d. 
Item Bread, a halfpenny. 

P. Henry. O monſtrous, but one halfpenny-worth of 
bread, to this intolerable deal of ſack? What there is 
elſe, keep cloſe, we'll read it at more advantage; there 
let kim ſleep till day. Fll to the court in the morning: 

1 
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we muſt all to the wars, and thy place ſhall be honoura- 
ble. I'll procure this fat rogue a charge of foot, and I 
know his death will be a + march of twelveſcore. The 
money ſhall be paid back again with advantage. Be with 
me betimes in the morning; and ſo good morrow, Peto. 

Peto. Good-morrow, good my lord. Exeunt. 


RICH IRIS CAER 
ACT WH SCEMMK £ 
WALES. 


Enter Hot-ſpur, Worceſter, Lord Mortimer, and Owen 
Glendower, 


MoRTIMER., 


wer, 
Will you fit down? 
i And uncle Worceſter — A plague upon it, 

: | ¶Exeunt. 
I have forgot the map. 

Glend. No, here it 1s; 1 5 

Sit coutin Percy, fit, good couſin Hot-ſpur: 
For by that name, as oft as Lancaſter | 
Doth ſpeak of you, his cheeks look pale, and with 
A rifing ſigh, he wiſheth you in heav'n. 


Hot. And you in hell, as often as he hears 
Owen Glendower {ſpoke of. 


Glend. 1 blame him not: at my nativity 
The front of heay'n was full of fiery ſhapes, 
C 


Of 


+ i. e. it will kill him to march ſo far as twelve ſcore 


4. 
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Of burning creſſets; know that at my birth, 

The frame and the foundation of the earth 

Shook like a coward. 
Hot. So it wou'd have done 

At the ſame ſeaſon, if your mother's cat i 

Had kitten'd, though your ſelf had ne' er been born. 
Glend. I ſay the earth did ſhake when I was born, 
Hot. I fay the earth then was not of my mind; 

If you ſuppoſe, as fearing you, it ſhook. 


Glend. The heav'ns were all. on fire, the earth did.trem- 


ble. | | 
Hot. Na then the earth ſhook to ſee the heav'ns on 
re, | 
And not in fear of your nativity. 
Diſeaſed nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In ſtrange eruptions; and the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of cholick pinch'd and vext, 
By the impriſoning of unruly wind 
Within her womb; which for enlargement ſtriving, 
Shakes the old beldam earth, and topples down 
High tow'rs and moſs-grown ſteeples. At your birth, 
Our grandam earth, with this diſtemperature, 
In paſſion ſhook, | 
Glend. Couſin, of many men 
I do nor bear theſe croſſings: give me leave 
To tell you once again, that at my birth 
The front of heay'n was full of fiery ſhapes, | 
The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds 
Were ſtrangely clam'rous in the frighted fields: 
Theſe figns haye mark'd me extraordinary, 
And all the courſes of my life do ſhew, 
] am not in the roll of common men, 
Where is he living, clipt in with the ſea 
That ehides the banks of England, Wales, or Scotland; 
Who calls me pupil, or hath read to me? 
And bring him out, that is but woman's ſon; 
Can trace me in the tedious ways of art, 
Or hold me paet in deep experiments. | | 
Hot. I think there is no man ſpeaks better Nelſi. 
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Mort. Peace, couſin Percy, you will make him mad. 
Glend. I can call ſpirits from the vaſty deep. 5 
Hot. Why, ſo can I, or ſo can any man: 

But will they come, when you do call for them? 

Glend. Why, I can teach thee to command the devil. 
Hot. And 1 can teach thee coz. to ſhame the devil. 

By telling truth. Tell truth, and ſhame the devil, | 

if thou have pow'r to raiſe him, bring him hither, 

And Ill be ſworn, I've pow'r to ſhame him hence. 


Oh, while you live, tell truth, and ſhame the devil. 


Mort. Come, come! 
No more of this unprofitable chat. 
Glend. Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke made head 


Againſt my pow'r; thrice from the banks of Wye, 


And ſandy- bottom'd Severn, have I ſent 


Him bootleſs home, and weather- beaten back. 


Hot. Home, without boots, and in foul weather too! 
How ſcapes he agues, in the devil's name? 

lend. 2 cre's the map: ſhall we divide our 

right; | 

— to our threefold order ta en? 

Mort, Th' Arch - deacon bath divided it 
Into three limits, very equally: 
England, from Trent, and Severn hitherto, 
By ſouth and eaſt, is to my part aſſign'd: 
All weſtward, Wales, beyond the Severn ſhore, 
And all the fertile land within that bound, 
To Owen Glendower, and dear coz, to you 
The remnant northward, lying off from Trent. 
And our indentures tripartite are drawn: | 
Which * interchangeably, 

t this night may execute) 
To-morrow, couſin Percy, you and I 
And my good lord of Worceſter, will ſet forth, 
To meet your father, and the Scotiſh power, 
As is appointed us at Shrewsbury, 
My father Glendowey is not ready yet, 
Nor ſhall we need his help theſe fourteen days: 
Within that ſpace, you may have drawn together fy 
Your tenants, friends, = neighbouring gentlemen; 
C2 
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SGlend. A ſhorter time ſhall ſend me to you, lords: 
And in my conduct ſhall your ladies come, 

From whom you now muſt ſteal and take no leave, 
For there will be a world of water ſed, 

Upon the parting of your wives and you. 

Hot. Methinks my moiety, north from Burton here, 
In quantity equals not one of yours: | 
See, how this river comes me crankling in, 

And cuts me, from the beſt of all my land, 

A huge half moon a monſtrous cantle out. 

Fl have the current in this place damm'd up: 
And here the ſmug and ſilver Trent ſhall run 

In a new channel, fair and evenly: 

It ſhall not wind with ſo rich a deep indent, 

To rob me of ſo rich a bottom here. 4 

Glend. Not wind? it ſhall, it muſt, you ſee it doth: 

Mort. But mark, he bears his courſe, and runs me up 
With like advantage on the other fide, 

Gelding th'oppoled continent as much, 
As on the other fide it takes from you, 

Mor. Yes but a little charge will trench him here, 
And on this north- ſide win this cape of land, * 
And then he runs ſtrait and even. . 
. Hot. I'll have it fo, a little charge will do it. 

Gleud. I will not have it alter'd. | 

Hot. Will not you? 

Glend. No, nor you ſhall not. 

Hot. Who ſhall ſay me nay? 

Glend. Why, that will I. . 

Hot, Let me not underſtand you then; 

Speak it in Welſ, | 

Glend. I can ſpeak Engliſh, lord, as well as you, 
For I was train'd up in the Engliſh court: 

Where, being young, I framed to the harp 
Many an Engliſh ditty, lovely well, 

And gave the tongue a helpful ornament; 

A virtue that was never ſeen in you. Es 

Hat. Marry, I'm glad of it with all my heart, 
IJ had rather be a kitten, and cry mew, 

Iban one of thele ſame meeter-ballad-mongers; | 
| e Pad 
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Tad rather hear a brazen candleſtick tun'd, 
Or a dry wheel grate on the axle- tree, | 
And that would nothing ſet my teeth on edge, 
Nothing ſo much as mincing poetry; 
Tis like the forc'd gate of a ſhuffling nag. 
Glend, Come, you ſhall have Trent turn'd. 
Hot. I do not care; I'll give thrice ſo much land 
To any well-deſerving friend; | 
But in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 
Il cavil on the ninth part of a har. : 
Are the indentures drawn? ſhall we be gone? | 
Glend. The moon ſhines fair, you may away by night: 
(I'll haſte with the * writer) and withal, 
Break with your wives of your departure hence: 
I am afraid my daughter will run mad, 
So much ſhe doteth on her Mortimer. Exit. 


SCENE. II. 


Mort. Fie, couſin Percy, how you croſs my father? 
Hot. I cannot chuſe ; fometime he angers me, 
+With telling of the Moldwarp and the Ant, 
Of dreamer Merlin, and his prophecies; 
And of a Dragon, and a finleſs fiſh, 
A clipt-wing'd Griffin, and a moulting Raven; 
A couching Lion, and a ramping Cat; 
And ſuch a deal of skimble-skamble tuff, 
As puts me from my faith. I tell you what, 
He held me the laſt night at leaſt nine hours, 
In reck'ning up the ſeveral devils names, 
That were his lackeys: -I cry'd hum, and well, 
But mark'd him not a word, O, he's as tedious 
As atir'd horſe, or as a railing wife: 
Worſe than a ſmoaky houſe, Pad rather lire 
With cheeſe and garlick, in a windmil far; 


C 3 Than 
* He means the writer of the articles. 


+ This alludes to an old prophecy which is ſaid to have in- 


duced O, Glendower to take arms againſt K, Henry, See 
Hall's Chron. fol, 20, 


54 The jirſt Part of 


Than feed on cates, and have him talk to me; 
In any ſummer-houſe in Chriſtendom. 
Mort. In faith he was a worthy gentleman ,. 
Exceedingly well read, and profited 
In ſtrange concealments, valiant as a Lion; 
And wond'rous affable; as bountiful 
As mines of India: ſhall I tell you, couſin, 
He holds your temper in a high reſpe&, 
And curbs himſelf, even of his natural ſcope, 
When you do croſs his humour; faith he does. 
I Warrant you, that man is not alive 
Might ſo have tempted him as you have done, 
Without the taſte of danger and reproof. 
But do not uſe it oft, let me intreat you. 
War. In faith, my lord, you are too wilful blame, 
And ſince your coming here have done enongh 
To put him quite beſides his patience: 
You muſt needs learn, lord, to amend this fault; 
Though ſometimes it ſhews greatneſs, courage, blood; 
And that's the deareſt grace it renders you; 
Yet oftentimes it doth preſent harſh rage, 
Defe& of manners, want of government, 
Pride, haughtineſs, opinion and diſdain :. 
The leaſt of which, haunting a nobleman, 
Loſeth men's hearts, and leaves behind a ſtain. 
Upon the beauty of all parts beſides, | 
Beguiling them of commendation, 
Hot. Well, I am ſchool'd: good manners be your 
ſpeed; | | 
Here come our wives, and let us take our leaye, 


SCENE III. 
Enter Glendower, with the ladies? 


| Mort, This is the deadly ſpight that angers me, 
My Wife can ſpeak no Engliſh, I no Welſh, 

Glend. My daughter weeps, ſhe will not part with you; 
She'll be a Soldier too, ſhe'll to the wars. 

Mort, Good father, tell her, ſhe and my aunt ax, 
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Shall follow in your conduct ſpeedily, Ne. 
[Glendower ſpeaks to her in Welſh, and ſpe anſwers 
hum in the ſame. : 
Glend. She's deſp'rate here: a peeviſh ſelf-will'd har- 
lotry. 
That no perſuaſion can do good upon. | 
| [The lady ſpeaks in Welſh. 
Mort. J underſtand thy looks; that pretty Welſh , 
Which thou pow'r'ſt down from thoſe two ſwelling hea- 
vens, 
I am too perfect in: and but for ſhame, 
In ſuch a parly ſhould I anſwer thee. | 
Te Lady again in Welſhy 
Mort. I underſtand thy kiſſes; and thou mine, 
And that's a feeble diſputation: 
But I will never be a truant, love, 
Till I have learn'd thy language; for the tongue 
Makes Welſh as ſweet as ditties highly penn'd, 
Sung by a fair Queen in a ſummer's bower, 
With raviſhing diviſion to her Jute, 
Glend, Nay, if thou melt, then will ſhe run mad. 
| [The Lady ſpeaks again in Welſh, 
Mort. O, I am ignorance it ſelf in this. 
Glend. She bids you, 
All on the wanton ruſhes lay you down, 
And reſt your gentle head upon her lap, 
And ſhe will fing the ſong that pleaſeth you, 
And on your eye-lids crown the God of ſleep, 
Charming your blood with pleaſing heavineſs; 
Making ſuch diff rence betwixt wake and ſleep, 
As is the diff 'rence betwixt day and night, 
The hour before the heav'nly harneſs'd team 
Begins his golden progreſs in the eaſt. 
Mort. With all my heart Vil fit and hear her ſing: 
By that time will our book, I think, be drawn. 
Glend. Do fo; 
And thoſe muſicians that ſhall play to you, 
Hang in the air a thouſand leagues from hence; 
Yet ſtrait they ſhall be here, ſit, and attend. 
Hot, Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying down: 
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come. quick, quick, that I may lay my head in thy lap. 

Lady. Go, ye giddy gooſe, \ [The muſich plays. 

Hot. Now I perceive the devil underſtands 14l/, and 
*tis no marvel he is fo humorous: by'r-lady he's a good 
muſician, 

Lady. Then would you be nothing but muſical, for you 
are altogether govern'ſt by humours: lie ſtill ye thief, and 
hear the lady fing in Melſh, | | | 

Hot. I had rather hear Lady, my brach, howl in Iriſh. 

Lady, Would'ſt have thy head broken? 

Hot, No. | | 

Lady. Then be ſtill. 1 

Hot, Neither, *tis a woman's fault. 

Lady, Now Ged help thee. 

Hot, To the Welſh lady's bed. 

Lady, What's that? | 

Hot. Peace, ſhe ſings. [ Here the Lady ſings a Welſh ſong, 
Come, I'll have your ſong too, 

Lady. Not mine in good ſooth. Ew 

Hot. Not yours in good ſooth! you ſwear like a com- 
fit- maker's wife, not you, in good ſeoth; and as true as I 
love; and, as God ſhall mend me; and, as ſure as day: and 
giveſt ſuch ſarcenet ſurety for thy oaths, as if thou never 
walk'dſt further than Finsbury. 

Swear me, Kate, like a lady, as thou art, 

A good mouth filling oath, and leave inſcoth, 
And ſuch proteſt of pepper-ginger-bread, 

To velvet-guards, and Sunday-Citizens, 
Come ſing. 

Lady. 1 will not ſing. 

Hot. Tis the next way to turn tailor, or be Robin- 
Red-Breaſt teacher: if the indentures be drawn, Ill away 
within theſe two hours: and ſo come in, when ye 
will. \ Exit. 

Glend. Come, come, lord Mortimer, you are as flow, 
As hot lord Percy is on fire to go. 

By this, cur book is drawn: we will but ſeal, 


And then to horſe immeciately, 
Mert. With all my heart. Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
WINDSOR, 
Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lords and others. 


K. Henry. 1 give us leave; the Prince of 
Wales and I 
Muſt have ſome private conference: but be near, 
For we ſhall preſently have need of you.— „ 
5 [ Exeunt Lords. 

I know not whether God will have it ſo, 
For ſome diſpleaſing ſervice I have done; 
That in his ſecret doom, out of my blood 
He breeds revengement and a ſcourge for me: 
Bur thou doſt in thy paſſages of life 
Make me believe, that thou art only mark'd 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heav'n, - 
To puniſh my miſ-treadings, Tell me elle, - 
Could ſuch inordinate and low deſires, : 
Such poor, ſuch baſe, ſuch lewd, ſuch mean attempts, 
Such barren pleaſures, rude ſociety, 
As thou art match'd withal and grafted to, 
Accompany the greatneſs of thy blood, 
And hold their level with thy princely heart? 

P. Henry. So pleaſe your Majeſty, 1 wiſh I could 
Quit all offences with as clear excuſe, 
As well, as I am doubtleſs I can purge 
My ſelf of many I am charg'd withal. 
Yet ſuch extenuation let me beg, 
As in reproof of many tales devis'd, 
Which oft the ear of greatneſs needs muſt hear, 
By ſmiling pick-thanks and baſe news-monpers; 
I may for ſome things true, (wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wander'd, and irregular) | 
Find pardon, on my true ſubmiſſion, *. 

K. Henry. Heav'a pardon thee: yet let me wonder; 

Harry. 


C5 At 
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At thy affections which do hold a wing 

Quite from the flight of all thy anceſtors. ME 
Thy place in council thou haft rudely loft, 

Which by thy younger brother is ſupply'd; 

And art almoſt an alien to the hearts. 

Of all the court and Princes of my blood. 

The hope and expectation of thy time 

Is ruin'd, and the ſoul of every man 

Prophetically does fore-think thy fall. om 
Had I ſo laviſn of my preſence been, . 
* So common-hackney'd in the eyes of men, — 4 
* So ſtale and cheap to vulgar company; 

Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 

Had ftill kept loyal to poſſeſſion, 

© And left me in reputeleſs baniſhment,. 

A fellow of no mark nor likelihood, 

By being ſeldom ſeen, I could not ſtir 

© But like a comet I was wondred at! 

© That men would tell their children, this is he. 
Others would ſay, where? which is Bolingbroke ? 

© And then I ſtole all courteſie from heav'n, 

And dreſt my ſelf in ſuch humility, 

That I did pluck allegiance from men's hearts, 

© Loud ſhouts and ſalutations from their mouths, 
© Even in the preſence of the crowned King. 

© Thus I did keep my perſon freſh and new, 

© My preſence like a robe pontifical, 

© Neer ſeen, but wonder'd at, and ſo my ſtate, 
« Seldom but ſumptuous, ſhewed like a feaſt, 
And won, by rareneſs, ſuch ſolemnity. 

The ſkipping King, he ambled up and down 
With fhallow jeſters, and raſh bavin wits, 
Soon kindled, and ſoon burnt; carded his ſtate, 
© Miogled bis royalty with carping fools, 
© Had his great name profaned with their ſcorns, 
And gave his countenance, againſt his name, 
To laugh at gybing boys, and ſtand the puſh 
Of every beardleſs yain comparative: 
© Grew 2 companion to the common ſtreets, 

Enfeoff d himſelf to popularity: | 
"44: gy * That 
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That being daily ſwallow'd by men's eyes, 
© They ſurfeited with honey, and began 
« To loath the taſte of ſweetneſs, whereof little 
More than a little, is by much too much. 
© So when he had occaſion to be ſeen, 
* He was but as the Cuckow is in June, 
© Heard, not regarded; ſeen, but with ſuch eyes, 
As ſick and blunted with community, 
Afford no extraordinary gaze; 
such as is bent on ſun-like Majeſty, 
* When is ſhines ſeldom in admiring eyes: 
© But rather drowz'd, and hung their eye-lids down 
« Slept in his face, and rendred ſuch aſpect 
As cloudy men uſe to their adverſaries, 
« Being with his preſence glutted, gorg'd, and full. 
And in that very line, Harry, ſtand'ſt thou; 
For thou haſt loſt thy Princely privilege 
With vile participation, Not an eye, 
But is a-weary of thy common fight, 
Save mine, which hath deſit'd to ſee thee more: 
Which now doth, what I would not have it do, 
Make blind it ſelf with fooliſh tenderneſs, 
P. Henry. I ſhall hereafter, my thrice gracious lord; 
Be more my ſelf. 
K. Henry. For all the world, 
As thou art at this hour, was Richard then 
When I from France ſet foot at Ravenſprug 
And ev'n as I was then, is Percy now. 
Now by my ſcepter, and my ſoul to boot, 
He hath more worthy Intereſt to the ſtate, 
Than thou, the ſhadow: of ſucceſſion! 
For of no right, nor colour like to right, 
He doth fill fields with harneſs in the realm, 852 
Turns head apainſt the Lions armed jaws; 
And being no more in debt to years than thou, 
Leads ancient lords and rey'rend biſhops on, 
To bloody battles, and to bruiſing arms. 
What neyer-dying honour hath he got 
Apainſt renowned Dowglas, whole high deeds, 
Whoſe hot incurſions, and great name in arms, 
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Holds from all ſoldiers chief majority, 

And military title capital, 
Through all the Kingdoms that acknowledge Chriſt, 
Thrice hath this Hot-/pur Mars in ſwathing cloaths, 
This infant warrior, in his enterpriſes, . 
Diſcomfited great Dowglas, ta en him once, 
Ealarged him, and made a friend of him, 

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up, 

And ſhake the peace and ſafety of our throne. 
And what ſay you to this? Percy, Northumberland, 
Th Arch-biſhop's grace of York, Dowglas and Mortimer, 
Capitulate againſt us, and are up. | 

But wherefore do I tell this news to thee? 

Why, Harry, do! tell thee of my foes, 

Which art my near'ſt and deareſt enemy? | 

Thou that art like enough, through vaſſal fear, 
- Baſe inclination, and the ſtart of ſpleen, 

To fizht againſt me under Percy's pay, 

To dog his heels, and curt'ſie at his frowns, 

To ſhew-how much thou art degenerate. 

P. Henry. Do not think fo, you ſhall not find it ſo: 

And heav'n forgive them, that ſo much have ſway'd 
Your Majeſty's good thoughts away from me. 

] will redeem all this on Percy's head, 

And in the cloſing of ſome glorious day, 

Be bold to tell you, that I am your ſon: 

When I will wear a garment all of blood, 

And ſtain my favours in a bloody mask, 

Which waſht away, ſhall ſcowre my ſhame with it; 

And that fhall be the day, whenc'er it lights, 
That this ſame child of honour and renown, 
This gallant Hot. pur, this all-praiſed Knight 
And your unthought - of Harry, chance to meet; 
For every horour fitting on his helm, 

Would they were multitudes, and on my head 
My ſhames redoubled! for the time will come, 
That I ſhall make this northen youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 
Percy is but my factor, good my lord, 

5 Tea: 


1 
A 
—＋ 
\ 
C 
1 
7 
1 
J 
; 
7 
] 


King HENRYIV. 
' engroſs up glorious deeds on my behalf: 
And 1 will call him to fo ſtrict account, 
That he ſhall render every glory up, 
Yea, even the {lighteſt worſhip of his time, 
Or I will tear the reck'ning from his heart. 
This, in the name of heav'n, I promiſe here: 
The which, if I perform, and do ſurvive, 
I do beſeech your Majeſty, ,may ſalve 
The long-grown wounds of my intemperature; 
If not, the end of life cancels all bonds, 
And I will die a hundred thouſand deaths, 
Ere break the ſmalleſt parcel of this vow. | 
K. Henry. A hundred thouſand rebels die in this! 
Thou ſhalt have charge, and ſoveraign truſt herein. 


Exter Blunt. . 


How now, good Blunt,? thy looks are full of ſpeed. 

Blunt. So is the buſineſs that I come to ſpeak of, _ 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath ſent word, 

That Dowglas and the Engliſh rebels met 
Th' eleventh of this month, at Shrewsbury: 
A mighty and a fearful head they are, 

If promiſes be kept on every hand, 

As ever offer'd foul play in a ſtate. 

K. Henry. The Earl of Weſtmorland ſet forth to day : 
With him my ſon, lord John of Lancaſter, ; 
For this advertiſement is five days old. 

On Wedneſday next, Harry, thou ſhalt ſet forward: 

On Thurſday, we our ſelves will march: our meeting 

Is at Bridgnorth ; and Harry, you ſhall march 

TO Gloterſhire : || by which, ſome twelve days 
ence | 

Our general forces at Bridgnorth ſhall meet, 


Our 


ey which account | 
Our buſineſs valued, ſome twelve days hence 
Our gen ral force 
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Our hands are full of buſineſs: let's away, 
+ Advantage feeds them fat, while we delay. Exeunt. 


—_— 


ow 


. 
Tavern in Eaſt- cheap. 


Enter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 


Fal. B am 1 not falln away vilely, fince this 

laſt action? Do I not bate? do I not dw indle? 
why, my skin hangs about me like an old lady's looſe 
gown: 1 am wither'd like an old apple John. Well, Pll 
repent, and that ſuddenly, while I am in ſome liking : 
I ſhall be out of heart: ſhortly, and then I ſhall have no 
ſtrength to repent. An I have not forgotten what the 
inſide of a church is made of, I am a pepper-corn, a 
brewer's horſe; the inſide of a church! company, villain- 
ous company hath been the ſpoil of me. 


Bard. Sir Fobn, you are ſo fretful, you cannot live 


long. 
Fal. Why there is it; come fing me a bawdy ſong, 
to make me merry : I was as virtuouſly given, as a 
gentleman need to be; virtuous enough; ſwore little; 
diced. not above Teyen times a week; went to a bawdy- 


houſe not above once in a quarter of an hour; paid mo- 


ny that I borrow'd, three or four times; liv'd well, and 
in good com paſs; and now I live out of all order, out of 
all compaſs. | | 

Bard. Why, you are ſo fat, Sir John, that you muſt 
needs be out of all compaſs, out of all reaſonable compaſs, 
Sir John. 


Fal. Do thou amend thy face, and Tl amend my life. 


Thou art our Admiral, thou beareſt the lanthorn in the 
poop, but tis in the noſe of thee; thou art the knight of 
the burning lamp. | Bard. 


+ Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay. Firſt edi- 
tion, Bard, 
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Bard. Why, Sir John, my face does you no harm. 

Fal. No, I'll be ſworn; I make as good ufe of it, as 
many a man doth of a death's head, or a mementa mori. 
I never ſee thy face, but I think upon hell fire, and Dives 
that liv'd in purple; for there he is in his robes burning. 
If thou wert any way given to virtue, I would ſwear by 
thy face; my Oath ſhould be, by this fire; but thou 
art altogether given over; and wert indeed, but for the 
light in thy face, the ſon of utter darkneſs. When thou 
rann'ſt up Gads-hill in the night to catch my horſe, if I 
did not think thou haſt been an ignis fatuus, or a ball 
of wild-fire, there's no purchaſe in mony. O thou art 
a perpetual triumph, an everlaſting bonfire light; thou 
haſt ſav d me a thouſand marks in links and torches, 
walking with. thee in the night, betwixt tavern and ta- 
vern; but the ſack that thou haſt drunk me, would have 
bought me lights as good cheap, at the deareft chandler's 
in Europe. I have maintain'd that Salamander of yours 
with fire, any time this two and thirty years, heayen re- 
ward me for it. | | 

Bard. *Sblood, I would my face were in your belly. 

Fal. God-a-mercy ! ſo ſhould I be ſure to be heart: 
burn d. | 


Enter Hoſteſs, 


How now, dame Partlet the hen, have you enquir'd yet 
who pick'd my pocket? 

Hoſt, Why, Sir John, what do you think, Sir Fohn? 
do you think I keep thieves in my houſe? I have ſearch'd, 
I have enquir'd, ſo has my husband, man by man, boy by 
boy, ſervant by ſervant : the tight of a hair was neyer 
loſt in my houſe before. | 
|  Fal, Te lie, hoſteſs; Bardolph was ſhav'd and loſt ma- 
ny a hair; and I'll be ſworn my pocket was pick d; go 
to, you are a Woman, go. 

Hoſt, Who 1? I defie thee; I was never callq fo in 
mine own houſe before. 

Fal. Go to, I know you well enough. 
Hoſt. No, Sir om: you do not know me, Sir * 
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1 know you, Sir John; you owe me mony, Sir oh, 
and now you pick a quarrel to beguile me of it. I boughr 
you a dozen of ſhirts to your back. 

Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas: I have given them a- 
way to baker's wives, and they have made boulters of 
them. | > 
Hoſt. Now as I am a true woman, Holland of eight 
ſhillings an ell: you owe mony here beſides, Sir Fohn, 
for your diet, and by-drinkings, and mony lent you, four 
and twenty pounds. 

Fal. Ne had his part of it, let him pay. 

Hoſt, He ? alas! he is poor, he hath nothing. 

Fal. How! poor? look upon his face: what call you 
rich? let him coin his noſe, let him coin his cheeks : P11 
not pay a denier, What, will you make a yonker of me? 
ſhall I not take mine eaſe in mine inn, but I ſhall have 


my pocket pick d? I have loſt a ſeal-ring of my grand- 


father's worth forty mark. 
Hoſt. O Jeſu! I have heard the Prince tell him, I know 
not how oft, that the ring was copper. 


Fal. How? the Prince is a Fack, a ſneak-cup; and 


if he were here, I would cudgel him like a dog, if he 
would ſay ſo. | 


SCEN-E VI. 


Enter Prince Henry marching, and Falſtaff meets him, playing 


on his Truncheou like a Fife, 


Fal. How now, lad? is the wind in that door? muſt 


we all march? | | 
Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate faſhion. - 

Hoſt, My lord, I pray you hear me. 

P. Henry. What ſay'ſt thou, Miſtreſs Quickly? how 
does thy husband? I love him well, he is an honeſt 
man. | : 

Heſt. Good, my Lord, hear me. 

Fal. Pr'ythee let her alone, and liſt to me. 

P. Henry. What ſay ſt thou, Fach: 


Fal. 
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Fal. The other night I fell aſleep here behind the arras, 
and had my pocket pickt: this houſe is turn'd bawdy- 
houſe, they pick pockets. | 

P. Henry. What didſt thou loſe, Fack ? 

Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal? three or four bonds 
of forty pounds a-piece, and a feal-ring of my grand- 
father's 8 

P. Henry. A trifle, ſome eight-penny matter. 

Hoſt. So I told him, my lord; and I ſaid, I heard your 
grace ſay ſo: and my lord, he ſpeaks moſt vilely of you, 
like a foul-mouth'd man as he is, and ſaid he would 
cudgel you. | | 

P. Hen. What! he did not? | 

Hoſt. There's neither faith, truth, nor woman-hood in 
me elſe. | | 

Fal. There's no more faith in thee than in a ſtew'd 
pruen ; no more truth in thee than in a drawn Fox; and 
for woman-hood, Maid-Marian may be the deputy's wife 
of the ward to thee. Go you thing, go. f 

Heſt. Say, what thing ? what thing ? 

Fal. What thing? why a thing to thank God on. 

Hoſt. I am nothing to thank God on, I would thou 
ſnould'ſt know it: J am an honeſt man's wife; and ſet- 
ring thy knighthood aſide, thou art a knaye to call me 
o. 
Fial. Setting thy woman- hood aſide, thou art a beaſt to 
ſay otherwiſe. | 

Hoſt. Say, what Beaſt, thou knaye thou? 

Fal. What beaſt? why an Otter, 

P. Henry. An Otter, Sir John, why an Otter? 

Fal, Why ? ſhe's neither fiſh nor fleſh; a man knows 
not where to have her. 

Hoſt. Thou art an unjuſt man in ſaying ſo: thou or 
any man knows where to haye me; thou knave thou. 

P. Henry. Thou ſay'ſt true, hoſteſs, and he ſlanders 
thee moſt proſly. | 

Hoſt, So he doth you, my lord, and ſaid this other day, 
you ow'd him a thouſind pound, | 

P. Henry. Sirrah, do I owe you a thouſand pound? 


Fal, 
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Fal. A thouſand pound, Hal? a million ; thy love is 
worth a million: thou ow'ſt me thy love. 

Hoſt. Nay, my lord, he call d you Fack, and ſaid be 

would cudgel you, N 
Fal. Did 1, Bardolph? 

Bard. Indeed, Sir Fohn, you ſaid fo. 

Fal. Vea, if he ſaid my ring was copper. 

P. Henry. I ſay tis copper. Dar'ſt thou be as good as 
thy word now? | 

Fal. Why, Hal, thou know'ſt, as thou art but a man 
I dare; but as thou art a: Prince, I fear thee, as I fear 
the roaring of the Lion's whelp. 

P. Henry. And why not as the Lion. 

Fal. The King himſelf is to be fear'd as the Lion; 
doſt thou think Pll fear thee, as I fear thy father? nay, 
if I do, let my girdle break. | 

P. Henry. O, if it ſhould, how would thy guts fall 
about thy knees! But, firrah, there's no room for faith, 
truth, nor honeſty, in this boſom of thine ; it is all fill'd 
up with guts and midriff. Charge an honeſt. woman 
with picking thy pocket! why thou whorſon, impu- 


dent, imboſt raſcal, if there were any thing in thy pocket 
but tavern reckonings, Memorandums of bawdy-houſes, 


and one poor penny- worth of ſugar- candy to make thee 
long-winded; if thy pocket were enrich'd with any other 
injuries but theſe, I am a villain; and yet you will 


ſtand to it, you will not pocket up wrongs. Art thou not 


aſham'd ? 

Fal. Doſt thou hear, Hal? thou know'ſt in the ſtate of 
innocency, Adam fell: And what ſhould poor Fack Fal- 
ſtaff do, in the days of villainy? thou ſeeſt, I have more 
fleſh than another man, and therefore more frailty. You 
confeſs then you pickt my pocket? 

P. Henry. It appears ſo by the ſtory. 

Fal. Hoſteſs, I forgive thee: go make ready breakfaſt; 
love thy husband, look to thy ſervants, and cheriſh thy 
gueſts : thou ſhalt find me tractable to any honeſt reaſon : 
thou ſeeſt,, I am pacify'd ſtill, Nay, I pr'ythee be 
gone, | [Exit Hoſteſs. 


Now, 
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Now, Hal, to the news at court for the robbery, lad: 


how is that anſwer'd? 
P. Henry. O my ſweet beef, I muſt ſtill be good angel 
to thee. The mony is paid back again. | 
Fal. O, I do not like that paying back; *tis a double 
labour, | 
P. Henry, I am good friends with my father, and may 
do any thing. | | 
ral Rob me the exchequer the firſt thing thou do'ſt, 


and do it with unwaſh'd hands too. 


Bard. Do, my lord. 

P. Henyy, I have procur'd thee, Fack, a charge of foot. 

Fal. I would it had been of horſe. Where ſhall 1 find 
one that can ſteal well? O, for a fine thief, of two and 
twenty, or thereabout; I am heinouſly unprovided. Wells 
God be thanked for theſe rebels, they offend none but the 
virtuous, I laud them, I praiſe them. 

P. Henry, Bardolph.. | 

Bard. My lord. | 

P. Henry. Go bear this Letter to lord John of Lancaſter, 


to my brother John. This to my lord of Weſtmorland, go 


Peto, to horſe; for thou and I have thirty miles to ride 
yet ere dinner time. Fack, meet me to-morrow in the 
Temple-Hallat two a clock in the afternoon, there ſhalc 
thou know thy charge, and there receive mony and order 
for their furniture, | 
The land is burning, Percy ſtands on high, 
And either they, or we, muſt lower lye. 
Fal. Rare words! brave world? hoſteſs my breakfaſt, 
come: 
Oh, I could wiſh.this tavern were my drum! ¶ Exeunt: 
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SCH SCENE IL 
Ar SHREWSBURY. 


Enter Hot-ſpur, Worceſter, and Dowglas, 


HoT-$SPUR, 


= truth 
SY} > In this fine age, were not thought flattery, 
. W 125 Such 9 ſnoujd the Dowglas 3 
s not a ſoldier of this ſeaſon's ſtamp 
Should go ſo gen'ral currant chrough the 
World. | : 
By heav'n, I cannot flatter: I defie 
The Tongues of ſoothers. But a braver place 
In my heart's love hath no man than your ſelf. 
Nay, task me to my word; approve me, lord. 
Dow. Thou art the King of honour : 
No man fo potent breathes upon the ground, 
But I will beard him, | 


7 IG E L L faid, my noble Scot; if ſpeaking 
r 
A 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Hot, Do, and *tis well— What letters haſt thou there— 
I can but thank you, | 

Meſſ. Theſe come from your father, 

Hot. Letters from him? why comes he not himſelf ? 

Meſſ. He cannot come, my lord, he's grievous ſick. 

Hot. Heav'ns! how has he the leiſure to be ſick 
In ſuch a juſtling time? Who leads his power: 


Under 


7 


le 


er 
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Under whoſe government come they along? 
Meſſ. His letters bear his mind, not I his mind. 
Mor. I pr'ythee tell me, doth he keep his bed? 
Me ſſ. He did, my lord, four days ere I ſet forth: 
And at the time of my departure thence, 
He was much fear'd by his phyſician. 
Hor. I would the ſtate of time had firſt been whole, 
Ere he by ſicknelſs had been viſited; 
His health was never better worth than now. 
Hot. 4 now? droop now? this ſickneſs doth in- 
ect 
The very life- blood of our enterprize; 
Tis catching hither, even to our camp. 
He writes me here, that inward ſickneſs = 
And that his friends by deputation 
Could not fo ſoon be drawn: nor thought he meet 
To lay ſo dangerous and dear a truſt | 
On any ſoul remov'd, but on his own: 
Yet doth he give us bold advertiſcment, 
That with our ſmall conjunction we ſhould on, 
To fee how fortune is diſpos'd to us: 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 
Becauſe the King is certainly poſſeſt 
Of all our purpoſes, What ſay you to it? 
Mor. Your father's ſickneſs is a maim to us. 
Hot, A perillous gaſh, a very limb lopt off: 
And yet, in faith, *tis not; his preſent want 
Seems more than we ſhall find it. Were it good, 
To fet the exact wealth of all our ſtates 
All at one caſt? to fer ſo rich a a main 
On the nice hazard of one doubtful hour, 
It were not good; for therein ſhould weread 
The very bottom, and the ſou] of hope, 
The very liſt, the very utmoſt bound 
Of all our fortunes, 
Dow, Faith, and fo we ſhould ; 


Where now remains a ſweet reverſion. 


We now may boldly ſpend upon the hope 
Of what is to come in: 


| | 4 A 
2 Mine. | 


70 The Firſt Part of 
A comfort of retirement lives in this. 
Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto, 


If that the devil and miſchance look big 
'Upon the maidenhead of our affairs. 


Mor. But yet I would your father had been here: 


The quality and + hair of our attempt 
Brooks no diviſion, it will be thought 
By ſome, that know not why he is away, 
That wiſdom, loyalty, and meer diſlike 
Of-our proceedings, kept the Earl from hence, 
And think, how ſuch an apprehenſion 
May turn the tide of fearful faction, 
And breed a kind of queſtion in our cauſe: 
For well you know we of th' * offending fide, 
Muſt keep aloof from ſtrict arbitrement, 
And ſtop all ſight- holes, every loop, from whence 
The eye of reaſon may pry in upon us: | 
This abſence of your Father draws a curtain, 
That ſhews the ignorant a kind of fear 
Before not dreamt upon. 

Hot. You ſtrain too far, 
I rather of his abſence make this uſe: 
It lends a luſtre, and more great opinion, 
A larger 4 glare to your great enterpriſe, 
'Than if the Earl were here: for men muſt think, 
If we without-his help can make a head, 
To puſh againſt the Kingdom; with his help, 
We ſhall o'erturn it topſie-turvy down. 
Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole. 


Dow. As heart can think; there is not ſuch a word 


Spoke of in Scotland, as this || term of fear. 
SCENE II. 
Enter Sir Richard Vernon; 


Hot, My coufin Vernon, welcome by my ſoul. 


Ver. Pray God my news be worth a welcome, lord, 


The Earl of Weſtmorland, ſev n thouſand ſtrong, 
T beir. 


| - Is 
* offering. + dare, || dream. 
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Js marching hither, with Prince John of Lancaſter, 
Hot. No harm; what more? 
Ver. And further I have learn'd, 
The King himſelf in perſon hath ſet forth, 
Or hitherwards intended ſpeedily, 
With ſtrong and mighty preparation. 

Hot. He ſhall be welcome too: Where is his ſon? 

The nimble-foored mad - cap Prince of Wales, 
And his comrades, that daft the world aſide 
And bid it paſs? 

Ver. All furniſht, all in arms, 

All plum'd like Eſtridges, that with the wind 
[| Baited like Eagles, haviug lately bat h'd: 
Glittering in golden coats like images, 

As full of ſpirit as the month of May, 

And gorgeous as the ſun at Midſummer, 
Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls, 
I ſaw young Harry with his beaver on, 

His + cuiſſes on his thighs, gallantly arm'd, 
Riſe from the ,ground like feather'd Mercury; 
And vaulted with ſuch eaſe into his ſeat, 

As if an Angel dropt down from the Clouds, 
To turn and wind a fiery Pegaſus, 

And * witch the world with noble horſemanſhip. 

Hot. No more, no more; Worſe than the Sun in March, 
This praiſe doth nouriſh agues; let them come. 
They come like facrifices in their trim, 

And to the fire-ey'd maid of ſmoaky war, 

All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them, 

The mailed Mars ſhall on his altar fit 

Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire, 

To hear this rich repriſal is ſo nigh, 

And yet not ours. Come, let me take my horſe, 
Who is to bear me like a thunder-bolt, 
Againſt the boſom. of the Prince of Wales, 

Harry to Harry ſhall, and horſe to horſe 


Meet, 
[] Baited, i. e. flutter d the wings. 


F cuiſſes, fr. armour for the thighs. 
* witch, for bewitch, charm, 
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Meet, and neer part, till One drop down a coarſe. 
Oh, that Glendower were come, 
Ver. There is more news: 

I learnt in Worceſter, as I rode along, 

He cannot draw his pow'r this fourteen days, 
Dow, That's the worlſt tidings that I hear of, yet, 
Hor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a froſty ſound, 
Hor. What may the King's whole battle reach unto? 
Ver. To thirty thouſand, | 
Hot. Forty let it be, | 

My father and Glendower being both away, 

The pow'r of us may ſerve ſo great a day. 

Come, let us take a muſter ſpeedily: 

Dooms-day is near; die all, die merrily, 
Dow. Talk not of dying, I am out of fear 

Of death, or death's hand, for this one half year. [Exenn, 


. 


SOCENS HM g 
Euter Falſtaff and Bardolph. 


Fal. Ra b, get thee before to Coventry: fill me a 
bottle of ſack: our ſoldiers ſhall march through: 
we'll to Sutton-cop hill to night. 
Bard. Will you give me mony, captain? 
Fal. Lay out, lay out. 
Bard. This bottle makes an angel. ; | 
Fal. And if it do, take it for thy labour; and if it make 


twenty, take them all, I'll anſwer the coynage. Bid my 


lieutenant Peto meet me at the town's end, 
Bard. I will captain; farewel. [Exit 
Fal. If I be not aſham'd of my ſoldiers, I am a 
ſowc'd gurnet: I have miſ-us'd the King's preſs damna- 


bly. + I have got, in exchange of an hundred and 


fifty ſoldiers, three hundred and odd pounds, I preſs 
me none but good houſholders, yeomens ſons; en- 
* quire me out contracted batchelors, ſuch as have been 
* asKd twice on the bares: ſuch a commodity of warm 
$ ſlaves, 
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© Haves, as had as lieve hear the devil, as a drum; ſuch 
« as fear the report of a culyerin, worſe than a ſtruck» 
fowol, or a hurt wild duck. I preſs me none but ſuch 
* toaſts and butter, with hearts in their bellies no bigger 
* than pins heads, and they have bought out their ſeryi- 
ces: and now my whole charge conſiſts of ancients, 
* .corporals, lieutenants, gentlemen of companies, flayes 
* as ragged as Lazarus in the painted cloth, where the 
* olutton's dogs licked his ſores; and ſuch as indeed 
were never ſoldiers, but diſ-carded unjuſt ſervingmen, 
* younger ſons to younger brothers: revolted tapſters, 
and oftlers trade-fall'n,- the cankers of a calm world 
and long peace; ten times more diſhonourably ragged, 
than an old-fac'd ancient; and ſuch have I to fill u 
the rooms of them that have bought out their ſer- 
vices; that you would think I had a hundred and fifty 
tatter'd prodigals, lately come from ſwine-keeping, from 
eating draff and husks. A mad fellow met me on tha 
way, and told. me, I had unloaded all the gibbets, and 
preſt the dead bodies. No eye hath ſeen ſuch skare- 
crows: I'll not march through Coventry with them, 
that's flat. Nay, and the villains march wide betwixe 
the legs, as if they had +zyves on; for indeed, I had 
the moſt of them out of priſon. There's but a ſhi: t 
and a half in all my company; and the half ſhirt is 
two napkins tack'd together, and thrown over the 
© ſhoulders like a herald's coat without ſleeves; and the 
« ſhirt, to ſay the truth, ſtolln from my hoſt of Se, 
« Albans; or the red-nos d Inn-keeper of Daintry. But 


« that's all one, they'll find linnen enough on every 
* hedpe. 


„ W „ = „ «a 


— 
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Enter Prince Henry, and Weſtmorland, 


P. Henry, How now, blown Jack? how now, quilt? 
Fal. What, Hal? How now, mad wag, what a de- 


vil coſt thou in Warwickſhire? My good lord of Wiſts 
Re... | morland, 


+ ſhackles. 
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morland, I cry you mercy, I thought your honour had al- 


ready been at Shrewsbury. . 
Meſt. Faith, Sir John, tis more than time that I were 
there, and you too; but my powers are there already. 


The King, I can tell you, looks for us all; we muſt away 


all to-night. 


Fal. Tut, never fear me, I am as vigilant as a Cat, to 


ſteal cream. | 
P. Henry. I think to ſteal cream indeed, for thy theft 
hath-already made thee butter; but tell me, Fack, whoſe 
fellows are theſe that come after? 
Fal. Mine, Hal, mine. | 
P. Henry, I did never ſee ſuch pitiful raſcals. 
Fal. Tut, tut, good enough to toſs: food for powder, 
food for powyder; they'll fill a pit, as well as better; tuſh 
man, mortal men, mortal men. 
Weſt. Ay, but Sir John methinks they are exceeding 
r and bare, too begparly. 
Fal. Faitb, for their poverty, I know not where they 


had that; and for their bareneſs, I am ſure they neyer 


learn'd that of me. 
P. Henry, No, Tllbe ſworn, unleſs you call three fingers 


on the ribs, bare. But, Sirrah, make haſte, Percy is al- 


ready in the field, 
Fal. What is the King encamp'd? 
Weſt, He is, Sir John: I fear we ſhall ſtay too long. 
Fal. Well, h 
The latter end of a fray, and beginning of a feaſt, 
Fits a dull fighter, and a keen gueſt, 
Erxeunt: 
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SCENE IV. 
At SHREWSBURY. 
Enter Hot-ſpur, Worceſter, Dowglas, and Vernon, 


Hot. WII fight with him to- night. 
Wor It may not be. l 
Dow, You give him then advantage. 
Hot. Why ſay you ſo? looks he not foriſupply ? 
Ver. So do we. 5 
Hot. His is certain, ours is doubtful. 
Hor. Good couſin be advis'd, ſtir not to- night. 
Ver. Do not, my lord. — 
Dow. You do not counſel wel]; 
Vou ſpeak it out of fear, and from cold heart. 
Ver. Do me no ſlander, Dowglas: by my life, 
And I dare well maintain it with my life, 
| If well-reſpe&ed honour bid me on, 
1 hold as little counſel with weak fear, 
As you, my lord, or any Scot thar lives, 
Let it be ſeen to-morrow in the battel, 
Which of us fears. 
Dow, Yea, or to-night, 
Fer. Content, 
Hot. To-night, ſay I. 
Ver. Come, come, it may not be: I wonder much, 
Being men of ſuch great leading as you are, 
Thar you foreſee not what impediments 
Drag back our expedition; certain horſe 
Of my couſin Vernon's are not yet come up, 
Your uncle Iorceſter's horſe camę but to-day, 
And now their pride and mettle is aſleep, 
Their courage with hard labour tame and; dull, 
. That net a horſe is half, half of himſelf, 
Hot. So are the horſes of the enem 
In gen' ral, — "In brought low: 
2 


. 
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The better part of ours are full of reſt, 
Mor. The number of the King's exceedeth ours: 
For God's ſake, couſin, ſtay till all come in. 
[The Trumpet ſounds a parley; 


SCENE V. 


Enter Sir Walter Blunt, 


Blunt. I come with gracious offers from the King; 
If you vouchſafe me hearing, and reſpect. | 

Hot. Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt: and would to God 
You were of our determination; 
Some of us love you well; and ev'n thoſe ſome 
Envy your great deſervings, and good name, 
Becauſe you are not of our quality; 
But and azainſt us like an Enemy. 

Blunt. And heav'n defend, but ſtill I ſhould ſtand ſo, 
So long as out of limit and true rule 
Vou ſtand againſt anointed Majeſty. 
But to my charge. The King hath ſent to know 
The nature of your 2 and whereupon 
Yon conjure from the breaſt of civil peace 
Such bold hoſtility, teaching his dutious land 
Audacious cruelty, If that the King 
Have any way your good deſerts forgot, 
Which he confeſſeth to be manifold, 
He bids you name your priefs; and with all ſpeed 
You ſhall have your defires, with intereſt: © 
And pardon abſolute for your ſelf, and theſe, 
Herein miſ-led by your ſuggeſtion. 

Hot. The King is kind; and well we know, the 

Kin | 12 5 

Knows at * time to promiſe, when to pay. 
My father and my uncle, and my ſelf, 
Did give him that ſame royalty he wears: 
And when he was not fix and twenty ſtrong, 
Sick in the world's regard, wretched and low, 
A poor unmi ided out-law, ſneaking home, 


& 
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My father gave him welcome to the ſhore: : 
And when we heard him ſwezr, and vow to God, 
He came to be but Duke of Lancaſter, 
To ſue his livery and beg his peace, 
With tears of innocence and terms of zeal; 
My father, in kind heart and pity mov'd, 
Swore him aſſiſtance, and perform'd it too. 
Now, when the lords and barons of the realm 
Perceiv'd Northumberland did lean to him, 
They more and leſs eame in with cap and knee, 
Met him in boroughs, cities, villages, 
Attended him on bridges, ſtood in lanes, 
Laid gifts before him, proffer'd him their o'ths, 
Gave him their heirs, as pages e following him 
Even at the heels, in golden multitudes. | 
He preſently, as greatneſs knows it ſelf, 
Steps me a little higher than his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poor, 
Upon the naked ſhore at Ravenſpurg: 
And now, forſooth, takes on him to reform 
Some certain edits, and ſome ſtrait decrees, 
That lay too heavy on the common- wealth; 
Cries out upon abuſes, ſeems to weep 
Over his country's wrongs; and by this face, 
This ſeeming brow of juſtice, did he win 
The hearts of all that he did angle for : 
Proceeded further, cut me off the heads 
Of all the fav'rites that the abſent King 
In deputation left behind him here, 
When he was perſonal in the Iriſh war. 

Blunt. I came not to hear this, 

Hot. Then to the point. 
In ſhort time after, he depos'd the King), 
Soon after that depriv'd bim of his life: | 
And in the neck of that, task'd the whole ſtate. 
To make that worſe, ſuffer'd his kinſman March, 
(Who is, if every owner were right placd, 
Indeed his King) to be engag'd in Wales, 
There without ranſom, to lic forfeited; 


| Diſgrac's 
follow d. D 3 | 


* 
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Diſgracd me in my happy victories, 
Sought to intrap me by intelligence, 
Rated my uncle from the council-board, 
In rage diſmiſs'd my father from the court, 
Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong; 
And in concluſion drove us to ſeek out | 
This head of ſafety; and with all to pry 
Into his title too, the which we find 
Too indirect, for long continuance, 
Blunt. Shall I return this anſwer to the King? 
Hot. Not ſo, Sir Walter; we'll withdraw a while: 
Go to the King, and let there be impawn'd 
Some ſurety for a ſafe return again; 
And in the morning early ſhall my uncle 
Bring him our purpoſes: and fo farewel. 
Blunt. I would you would accept of grace and love. 
Hot. It may be ſo we ſhall. > hve 
Blunt. Pray heav'n you do. ¶ZEæeunt. 


—ů— ů—ů— — — SEBenR room ooaynmomes 


SCENE VI. 
Euter the Archbiſhop of York, and Sir Michel. 


York, IE, good Sir Michell, bear this ſealed brief 
With winged haſte to the Lord Mareſhal, 
This to my coufin Scroop, and all the reſt 
To whom they are directed: if you knew 
How much they do import, you wou'd make haſte, 
Sir Mich, My lord, I gueſs their tenour. 
York, Like enough. | 
Tec-morrow, good Sir Michell, is a day 
Wherein the fortune of ten thouſand men 
Muſt bide the touch. For, Sir, at Shrewsbury, 
As I am truly given to underſtand, 
The King, with mighty and quick-raiſed power; 
Meets with lord Harry; and I fear, Sir Michell, 
W hat with the fickneſs of Northumberland, | 
Whoſe pow'r was in the firſt proportion; 
—— haves 
0 


King HENRY IV. 79 
Who with them was + a f rated finew too, 

And comes not in, o'er-rul'd by prophecies ; 

fear the pow'r of Perey is too weak 

To wage an inſtant tryal with the King. 

Sir Mich, Why, my good lord, there's Dowglas, 
And lord Mortimer, 

York, No, Mortimer is not there. 3 

Sir Mich. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Harry Percy, 
And there's my lord of Worceſter, and a head 
Of gallant warriors, noble gentlemen. 

York, And ſo there is: but yet the King hath drawn 
The ſpecial hegd of all the land together; < 
The prince of Wales, lord Fohn of Lancaſter, 

The noble Weſtmorland, and warlike Blunt; 
And many more corrivals, and dear men 
Of eſtimation and command in arms. | : 
Sir. Mich, — not, my lord, they ſhall be well op- 
Sd. 
York, I hope no leſs: yet needful tis to fear, 
And to prevent the worſt, Sir Michell, ſpeed; 
For if lord Percy thrive not, ere the King * 
Diſmiſs his power, he means to viſit us; 
For he hath heard of our confederacy, 
And tis but wiſdom to make ſtrong againſt him: 
Therefore make haſte, I muſt go write again 
To other friends; and ſo farew¾el, Sir Miche!l, 
| Exeunt: 


* rated finew, ſo the firſt edition, i, e. accounted a ſtrong 
aid, | | " 
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SHREWSBURY. 


Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lan: 
_ Earl of Weſtmorland, Sir Walter Blunt, an“ 


XK, HENRY, 


ow bloodily the ſun begins to peer 
eee Above yon busky hill: the day looks pale 
"NE 187 At his diſtemperature. 

48, — nag. The ae i 
I Doth play the trumpet to his purpoſes, 
2 and by bis hollow whiſtling "4 the leaves, 

Foretels a tempeſt, and a bluſt'ring day. 
K. Henry, Then with the loſers let it ſympathize, 
For nothing can ſeem foul to thoſe that win. 
| [The Trumpet ſounds, 


N * 
| 9 


— 1 No 


Enter Worceſter, 


K. Bar How now, my lord of Worfter? tis nap 
WE 9 ; 
That you and I fnhould meet upon ſuch terms 
As now we meet. You have deceiy'd our truſts, 
And made us doff our eafie robes of peace, 
To cruſh our old limbs in ungentle ſteel: 
This is not well, my lord, this is not well. 
What ſay you to't? will you again unknit 
This churliſh knot of all-abhorred war, 
And move in that obedient orb again, 
Where you did give a fair and natural light; 
And be no more an exhal'd meteor, 
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A prodigy of fear, and a portent 
Of broached miſchief, to the unborn times? 
Mor. Hear me, my Liege: 
For mine own part, I could be well content 
To entertain the lag-end of my life 
With quiet hours: for I do proteſt, 
J have not ſought the day of this diſlike. 
K, Henry. You haye not ſought it, Sir? how comes 
it then? | 
Fal, Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
P. Henry. Peace, + Chevet, peace. 
mor. It pleas d your Majeſty, to turn your looks 
Of favour, from my ſelf and all our houſe; 
And yet I muft remember you, my lord, 
We were the firſt and deareſt of your fi iends: 
For you, my ſtaff of office did I break 
In Richard's time, and poſted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiſs your hand, 
When yet you were in plice and in account 
Nothing fo ſtrong and fortunate, as I: 
It was my ſelf, my brother, and his ſon, 
That brought you home, and boldly did out-dare 
The dangers of the time. You {wore to us, 
And you did ſwear that oath at Doncaſter, 
That you did nothing purpoſe gainſt the ſtate, 
Nor claim no further than your new-falPa right, 
The ſeat of Gaunt, Dukedom of Lancaſter. 
To this, we ſware our aid: but in ſhort ſpace 
It rain'd down fortune ſhow'ring on your head, 
And ſuch a flood of greatneſs fell on you, 
What with our help, what with the abſeat King, 
What with the injuries of a wanton time, 
The ſeeming ſuff*rances that you had born. 
And the contrarious winds that held the King: 
So long in the unlucky Iriſßh Wars, 
That all in England did repute him dead: 
And from this ſwarm of fair advantages 
You took occaſion to be quickly wood, 
To gripe the gen ral ſway into your hand; 


+ Cheyet, fr. a bolſter. 'Ds 


Forgot 
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Forgot your oath to us at Doncaſter; 

And being fed by us, you us'd us ſo, 

As that ungentle gull, the Cuckow's bird, 
Uſeth the Sparrow; did oppreſs our neſt, 
Grew by our feeding to ſo great a bulk, 

That ev'n our love durſt not come near your fight 
For fear of ſwallowing; but with nimble wing 
We were inforc'd for ſafety's ſake to fly 

Out of your ſight, and raiſe this preſent head: 
Whereby we ſtand oppoſed by ſuch means 

As you your ſelf have forg'd againſt your ſelf, 
By unkind uſage, dangerous countenance, 

And violation of all faith and troth, 

Sworn to us in your younger enterprize. 

K. Henry. Theſe things indeed you have articulated, 
Proclaim'd at market croſſes, read in churches, 
To face the garment of rebellion 
With ſome fine colour, that may pleaſe the eye 
Of fickle changelings and poor diſcontents; 
hich gape, and rub the elbow at the news 
f burly-burly innovation ? 

And never yet did Inſurrection want 
Such water-colours, to impaint his cauſe; 
Nor moody beggars, ſtarving*for a time 
Of pell-mell havock and confuſion. 

P. Henry. In both our armies, there is many a ſoul 
Shall pay full dearly for this bold encounter, 

If once they join in tryal. Tell your nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth join with all the world 
In praiſe of Harry Percy : By my hopes, 

(This preſent enterprize ſet off his head) 

I do not think a braver gentleman, 

More add ive, valiant, or more valiant young; 
More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 

To prace this latter age with noble deed, 

For my part, I may ſpeak it to my ſhame, 

I have a truant been to chivalry, 

And fo, I hear, he doth account me too. 

Yet this before my father's Majeſty, 

1 em content that be ſhall take the odds 
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Of his great name and eſtimation 
And will, to ſave the blood on either fide, 
Try fortune with him, in a ſingle fight. b 
K. 2 And, Prince of Males, ſo dare we venture 
ce, 
Albeit, conſiderations infinite 
Do make againſt it: No, good Worſter, no, 
We love our people well; even thoſe we love 
That are miſ- led upon your coufin's part: 
And will, they take the offer of our grace; 
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every man 
Shall be my friend again, and I'll be his. 
So tell your couſin and return me word 
What he will do. But if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and dread correction wait on us, 
And they ſhall do their office. So be gone, 
We will not now be troubled with reply; 3 
We offer fair, take it adviſedly. Exit Worceſter. 
P. Henry. It will not be accepted, on my life. 
The Dowglas and the Hot- ſpur both together 
Are confident againſt the world in arms. | 
EK. Henry. Hence therefore, every leader to his charge. 
For on their anſwer will we ſet on them: 
And God befriend us, as our cauſe is juſt. Exeunt. 


SCENE IL 


Manent Prince Henry and Falſtaff, 
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Fal. Hal, if thou ſee me down in the battel, and beſtride 
me, ſo; tis a point of friendſhip. 

P. Henry. Nothing but a Coloſſus can do thee that 
friendſhip: Say thy prayers, and farewel, 

Fal, I would it were bed time, Hal. and all well. 

P. Henry. Why, thou oweſt heav'n a death. 

Fal. Tis not due yet. I would be loth to pay him 
before his day. What need ! be ſo forward with him 
that calls rot on me? well, *tis no matter, honour 
pricks me on. But how if honour prick me off when I 
come on? © how then? can honour ſet to a leg? no, 
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or an arm? no. or take away the grief of a wound? 
© no, honour hath no skill in ſurgery then? no. What 
© is honour? a word. what is that word honour? Air; 
© a trim reckoning. who hath it? he that dy'd a Ied- 
* neſday, doth he feel it? no. doth he hear it? no, is 
it inſenſible then? yea, to the dead. but will it not live 
* with the living ? no. why? Detraction will not ſuffer it, 
| © therefore Pl] none cf it. honour is a meer ſcutcheon, 
* and ſo ends my catechiſm. Exit. 


180 


2 „ß 


SCENE III. 
Enter Worceſter, and Sir Richard Vernon. 


Mor. O no, my nephew muſt not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberal kind offer of the King, 
Ver. Twere beft he 1d, 
Mor. Then we are all undone. 
It is not poſſible, it cannot be, 
The King ſhou'd keep his word in loving us; 
He will ſuſpe& us till, and find a time 
To puniſh this offence in other faults: 
Suſpicion all our lives, ſhall be ſtack full of eyes; 
For treaſon is but truſted like the Fox, 
Who ne'er ſo tame, ſo cheriſh'd, and lock'd up, 
Will bave a wild trick of his anceſtors. 
Look how we can, or fad or merrily, 
Interpretation will miſquote our looks; 
And we ſhall feed like Oxen at a ſtall, 
The better cheriſh'd, ſtil! the nearer death. | 
My nephew's treſpaſs may be well forgot, | 
It hath th'excuſe of youth and heat of blood. 
And an adopted name of privilege, 
A bare-brain d Hot-ſpur, govern d by a ſpleen: 
All his offences live upon my head, 
And on his father's. We did train him on, 
And his corruption being ta'en from us, | 
We as the ſpring of all, ſhall pay for all, 
| Therefore, 
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Therefore, good couſin, let not Harry know 
In any caſe, the offer of the King, : 

Ver, Deliver what you will, VI! ſay tis ſo. 
Here comes your 6outin, 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Hot-ſpur and Dowglas.. 


Hot. My uncle is return'd: 
Deliver up my lord of NMeſtmorland. 
Uncle, what news? 
Wor. The King will bid you battel preſently. 
Dow. Defie him by the lord of Weſtmorland. 
Hot. Lord Dowglas, go you then and tell him fo. 
Dow, Marry I ſh1l, and very willingly. 
| | | [Exit Dowglaz.. 
Mor. There is no ſeeming mercy in the King. 
Hot. Did you beg any? God forbid. | 
Mor. | told him gently of our grievances, 
Of his oath-breaking; which be mended thus, 
By now forſwearing that he is forſworn, 
He calls us rebels, traitors, and will ſcourge 
With haughty arms, this hateful name in us. 


Enter Dowglas. 


Dow. Arm, gentlemen, to arms; for I have thrown 
A brave Defiance in King Henry's teeth: 

And Weſtmorland that was ingag'd did bear it, 
Which cannot chuſe but bring him quickly on. 

Mor. The Prince of Wales ſtept forth before the. King, 
And, nephew, challeng'd you to ſingle fight. 
Hot. O, would the quarrel lay upon our heade, 

And that no man might draw ſhort breath to-day, 
But I and Harry Monmouth. Tell me, tell. me, 
How ſhew'd his talking? ſeem'd it in. contempt ? 

Ver, No by my ſoul: I never in my life | 

Did hear a challenge urg'd more modeſtly, 
Unleſs a brother ſhould a brother dare, 
4 Te 
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To gentle exerciſe and proof of arms. _ 
He gave you all the duties of a man, 
Trim'd up your praiſes with a princely tongue, 
Spoke your deſervings like a chronicle, 
Making you ever better than his praiſe : 
And which became him like a Prince indeed, 
He made a bluſhing ꝓcital of himſelf, 
And chid his truant youth with ſuch a graee, 
As if he maſter'd there a double ſpirit, 
Of teaching, and of learning inſtantly. 
There did 2 pauſe; but let me teil the world, 
If he out-live the envy of this day, 
England did never owe ſo ſweet a hope, 
So much miſconſtrued in his wantonneſs, 

Hot. Couſin, I think thou art enamoured 

Upon his follies; never did I hear 
Of any Prince ſo wild a liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once ere night 
T will embrace him with a ſoldier's arm, 
That he ſhall ſhrink under my courteſie. 
Arm, arm with ſpeed. And fellows, ſoldiers, friends; 
Better confider what you have to do, 

Than I, that have not well the gift of tongue, 
Can lift your blood up with perſuaſion. 


S REY | 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. My lord, here are letters for you. 
Hot, | cannot read them now. 
O Gentlemen, the time of life is ſhort : 
To ſpend that ſhortneſs baſely were too long; 
Tho? life did ride upon a dials point, 
Still ending at th'arrival of an hour, 
And if we live, we live to tread on Kings: 
If die; brave death, when Princes die with us. 
Now for our conſciences, the arms are fair, 
When the inten for bearing them is juſt. 


« - Enter” 
T cital, for taxation, 2 
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Enter another Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. My lord, prepare, the King comes on apace. 
Hot. I thank him, that he cuts me from my tale, 
For I profeſs not talking: only this, 
Let each man do his beſt. And here draw I 
A ſword, whoſe temper | intend to ſtain 
With the beſt blood that I can meet withal, 
In the adventure of this perilous day. | 
Now || Eſperance! Percy, and ſet on : 
Sound all the lofty inſtruments of war; 
And by that muſick let us all embrace: 
For (heav'n to earth) ſome of us never ſhall 
A ſecond time do ſuch a courteſie. 
[They embrace, then exeunt. The Trumpets ſound, 


SCENE VI. 


The King entreth with his power; Alarm to the battel, 
Then enter Dowglas and Sir Walter Blunt, 


Blunt. What is thy name, that thus in battel croſſeſt 
me ? | 
What honour doſt thou ſeek upon my head? 
Dow. Know then, my name is Dowglas. 
And I do haunt thee in the battel thus, 
Becauſe ſome tell me that thou art a King. 
Blunt. They tell thee true. | 
Dow. The lord of Stafford dear to-day hath bought 
Thy likeneſs; for inſtead of thee, King Harry, 
This Sword hath ended him, ſo ſhall it thee, 
Unleſs thou. yield thee as my priſoner. 
Blunt. 1 was not born to yield, thou haughty Sccz, 
And thou ſhalt find a King that will revenge 
Lord Stafford's death. a | 
Fi hi, 


{] This was the word of batte! onjPercy's fide, See Hall's 
Chron. fol. 22. 1 
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Fight, Blunt is ſlain + then enter Hot-ſpur. 


Hot. O Dowglas, hadſt thou fought at Holmedon thus, 


T never had triumphed o'er a Scot. 
Dow.. All's done, all's won, here breathleſs lies the King, 
Hot. Where? | 
Dow. Here. | 
Hot, This, Dowglas? no: I know this face full well: 
'A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt, 
Semblably furniſh'd like the King himſelf. 
Dow. Ah! fool go with thy ſoul whither it goes, 
A borrow'd title haſt thou bought too dear. | 
Why didft thou tell me that thou wert a King? 
Hot. The King hath many marching in his coats. 
Dow. Now by my ſword, I will kill all his coats, 
III murther all his-wardrobe piece by piece, 
Until I meet the King. 
Hot. Up and away, 


Our ſoldiers ttand full fairly for the day. Cm; 


SCENE VII. 
Alarm, enter Falſtaff ſolus. 


Tal. Though I could ſcape ſhot: free at London, J fear 
the ſhot here: here's no ſcoring, but upon the pate, Soft, 
who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt? there's honour for you; 
here's no vanity: I am as hot as moulten lead, and as 
heavy too: heav'n keep lead out of me, I need no more 
weight than mine own bowels, I have led wy. rag- o- 
muffians where they are pepper'd; there's not three of 
my hundred and fifty left alive; and they are for the 
town's end, to beg during life. But who comes here. 


— 


Ent 
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Enter Prince Henry. 


P. Henry. What, ſtand'ſt thou idle here? lend me thy 
ſword, 
Many a noble man lies ſtark and ſtiff 
Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies, 
Wboſe deaths are unreveng d. Lend me thy ſword. 

Fal. O Hal, I pr'ythee give me leave to breathe a 
while. Turk Gregory never did ſuch deeds in arms, as 
I have done this day, I have paid Percy, I have made 
him ſure. 

P. Henry. He is indeed, and living to kill thee: 

I pr'ythee lend me thy ſword. 
Fal. Nay, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou get'ſt not my 
ſword: but take my piſtol if thou wilt, 
P. Henry. Give it me: what, is it in the caſe? 
Fal. Ay Hal, tis hot. There's that will ſack a city, 
[The Prince draws out a bottle of ſack, 
P. Henry. What, is it a time to jeſt and dally now? 
| [Throws it at him, and exit, 


Fal. If Percy be alive, Ill pierce him; if he do come 


in my way, ſo ; if he do not, if I come in his, willing- 
ly, let him make a carbonado of me. I like not ſuch 


grinning honour as Sir Walter bath: give me life, which 


if I can ſave, ſo; if not, honour comes unlook'd for, and 
| there's an end. | | [Exit, 


SCENE VII. 


Alarum, Excurſions, Enter the King, the Prince, Lord John 
of Lancaſter, and the Earl of Weſtmorland. 


EK. Henry. I pr'ythee, ＋ * withdraw thy ſelf, thou 
2 too much: Lord 70%n of Lancuſter, go you with 
m. : 
Lan. Not I, my lord, unleſs I did bleed too. 
P. Henry. I do beſeech your Majeſty make up, 
Leaſt your retirement do amaze your friends, 


K. Renty 
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K. Henry, I will do ſo: : 
My lord of Weſtmorland, lead him to his tent, 
Weſt. Come my lord, I'll lead you to your tent. 
P. Henry. Lead me, my Lord! I do not need your help; 
And heav'n forbid a ſhallow ſcratch ſhould drive 
The Prince of Wales from ſuch a field as this, 
Where ſtain'd nobility lies trodden on, 
And rebels arms triumph in maſlacree. 
Lan. We breathe too long; come couſin Weſtmorland, 
Our duty this way lies, for heaven's ſake come. 
P. Henry, By heav'n thou haſt deceiv'd me, Lancaſter, 
I did not think thee lord of ſuch a ſpirit: - 
Before, I lov'd thee as a brother, ohn; 
But now, I do reſpe& thee as my ſou]. | 
K. Henry. I ſaw him hold lord Percy at the point, 
With luftier maintenance than I did look for 
Of ſuch an ungrown warrior. 
P. Henry. Oh this boy 
Lends mettle to us all. (2x; 


Manet King Henry, Enter Dowglas. 


Dow. Another King? they grow like Hydra's heads: 
I am the Dowglas fatal to all thoſe | 
That wear thoſe colours on them. What art thou 
That counterfeit'ſt the perſon of a King? 
K. _ The King himſelf, who, Dowglas, grieves at 
eart 
So many of his ſhadows thou haſt met, 
And not the very King, I have two boys 
Seek Percy and thy ſelf about the field; 
But ſeeing thou fall ſt on me ſo luckily 
I will aflay thee: ſo defend thy ſelf, 
Dow. | fear thou art another counterfeit ; 
And yet in faith thou bear'ſt thee like a King: 
But mine I'm ſure thou art, who cer thou be, 
And thus I win thee. 


[They fight: the King being in danger, 
Enter 


4 kn. PA = 


+ 8\#>> AO .=z wil, v 


” as _ TC” WY TI. 


Who never promiſeth, but means to pay. 


4 


am the Prince of Wales; and think not, Percy, 
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Enter Prince Henry. | 


P. Henry. Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 
Never to hold it up again: the ſpirits | 
Of Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my arms; 

It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 


[They fight, Dowglas flyeth. 
Chearly, my lord; how fares your grace? 
Sir Nicholas Gawſey hath for ſuecour ſent, 
And ſo hath Clifton: I'll to Clifton ſtrait. 
K. Henry. Stay, and breathe a while. 
Thou haſt redeem'd my loſt opinion, 
And ſhew'd thou mak'ſt ſome tender of my life, 
In this fair reſcue thou haſt brovght to me. 
P. Henry, O heav'n, they did me too much injur ys 
That ever ſaid I hearken'd for your death. 
If it were ſo, I might have let alone 
Th'inſulting hand of Dowglas over you, | G 
Which would have been as ſpeedy in your end, 
As all the pois'nous potions in the world, 
And fav'd the treach'rous labour of your ſon. 
K. Henry. Make up to Clifton, Til to Sir Nicholas Gawſeys 
| IExis, 


ä — —-— 6— —hkͤꝛů :. — 


SCENE IX. 


Enter Hot- ſpur. 


Hot. If I miſtake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 'F 
P. Henry. Thou ſpeak'ſt as if I would deny my name, 
Hot. My name is Harry Percy. | 
P. Henry. Then I fee 

A very valiant rebel of that name, 


To ſhare with me in glory any more : 
Two ſtars keep not their motion in one ſphere, 
—_— 


— 


| Lyes on my tongue: no, Percy, thou art duſt, 
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Nor can one England brook a double reign, 

Of Harry Percy and-the Prince of Wales. 
Hot, Nor ſhall it, Harry, for the hour is come 

To end the one of us; and would to heav'n 

Thy name in arms were now as great as mine. 5 
P. Henry, VII make it greater ere [ part from thee; 


And all the budding honours on thy creſt 


Fl] crop, to make a garland for my head. 2 
Hot, I can no longer brook thy vanities. Fg hi. 


Enter Falſtaff. 


Fal. Well ſaid, Hal; to it, Hal. Nay; you ſhall find no 


boys play here, I can tell you. 


Euter Doweglas, he fiehts with Falſtaff, who falls down as if 
he. were dead, The Prince kills Percy, 


Hot, Oh Harry thou haſt robb'd me of my youth: 
T better brook the loſs of brittle life, 
Than thoſe proud titles thou haſt won of me; 


They wound my Thoughts worſe than thy ſword'my | 


fleſh: 
But thought's the ſlave of life, and life time's fool; 
And time, that takes ſurvey of all the world, 
Muſt have a ſtop. O, I could propheſie, 
But that the + earthy and cold hand of death, 


And food for | 
P. Henry, Worms, brave Percy, Fare thee well! 

Illzweav'd ambition, how much art thou ſhrunk ! 

When that this body did contain a ſpirit, 

A kingdom for it was too ſmall a bound: 

But now two paces of the vileſt earth 

Is room enough! this earth that bears thee dead, 


Bears not alive ſo ſtout a gentleman, 


If thou wert ſenſible of courteſie, 
I ſhould not make ſo oreat a ſhow of zeal. 
But let my fayours hide thy mangled face, 


4 earth, and the 
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And 


Dies, 


And 
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And ev'n in thy behalf, IIl thank my ſelf 
For doing theſe fair rites of tenderneſs, 


Adieu, and take thy praiſe with thee to heav'n, 


Thy ignominy ſleep with thee in the grave, 
But not remember'd in thy epitaph. [Ae ſees Falſtaff, 


— What! old acquaintance! could not all this fleſh 


Keepin alittle life? poor Jack farewel, 


I could have better ſpar'd a better man. 

O, I ſhould have a heavy miſs of thee, 

If I were much in love with vanity. 
Death hath not ſtruck ſo fat a Deer to-day, 
Thoogh many a dearer in this bloody fray: 
ImboweiPd will I ſce thee by and by, 


Pill then, in blood by noble Percy lye. [Extz, 
SCENE X. 
Falſtaff riſes. 


Fal. Imbowell'd! if thou imbowel me to-day, III 
give you leave to powder me, and eat me to-morrow 
blood, 't was time to counterfeit, or that hot ter magant 
Scor had paid me ſcot and lot too. Counterfeit? I lie, I 
am no counterfeit; to die, 1s to be a counterfeit, for he 
is but the counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life of 
a man: but to counterfeit dying, when a man thereby 
liveth, is to be no counterfeit, but the true and perfect 
image of life indeed. The better part, of valour is 
diſcretion, in the which better part, I have ſaved my 
life. I am afraid of this gun-powder Percy, though he 
be dead, How if he ſhould counterfeit too, and riſe? [ 
am afraid he would prove the better counterfeit; therefore 
VI! make him ſure; yea and Tl ſwear I killd him. Why 
may not he riſe as well as I? nothing confutes me but 
eyes, and no body ſees me. Therefore, firrah, with a 
new wound in your thigh come you along with me. 


[Takes Hot-ſpur on his back. 


SCENE 
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SzG6E NE XI. 
Enter Prince Henry and John of Lancaſter; 


P. Henry. Come brother John, full bravely haſt thou 
fleſnt | | 
Thy maiden ſword. 
Lag. But ſoft, whom have we here? 
Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 
P. Henry. I did, I ſaw him dead, 
And breathleſs on the ground: art thou aſtve, 
Or is it fancy plays upon our eye-fight ? 
1 pr'ythee ſpeak, we will not truſt our eyes 
Without our ears: thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt. 
Fal. No, that's certain; I am not a double man; but 
if I am not Jack Falſtaff, then am I a Fack : there is 


Percy, if your father will do me any honour, ſo; if not, 
let him kill the next Percy himſelf. I look either ts be | 


Earl or Duke, I can aſſure you | 


dead. 


Fal. Didſt thou ? lord, lord, how the world is 1 ; 
to lying! I grant you I was down, and out of breath, 


and ſo was he; but we roſe both at an inſtant, and fought 
a long hour by Shrewsbury clock: if I may be believed, 
ſo; if not, let them that ſhould reward valour bear the 
fin upon their own heads, Til take't on my death I gave 
him this wound in the thigh: if the man were alive, 
and would deny it, I would make him eat a piece of my 
1word. | | | 
Tan. This is the ſtrangeſt tale that &er I heard. 

P. Henry. This is the ſtrangeſt fellow, brother John. 
Come, bring your luggage nobly on your back: 
For my part, if a lie may do thee grace, 
III gild it with the happieſt terms I have. 


The trumpets ſound retreat, the day is ours: 
Come brother, let's to th higheſt of the field, 


P. Henry. Why, Percy I kil'd my ſelf, and faw thee 7 
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To ſee what friends are living, who are dead, Exeunt. 
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PUNT, I 
Fal. ] | 


King HENRY IV. 


Fal. I'll follow as they ſay, for reward. 
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He that re- 


wards me, heav'n reward him. If I do grow great I'M 
grow leſs; for Ii} purge, and leave ſack, and live cleanly, 
as a noble man ſhould do, 


[ Exit, 
SCENE XII. 


The Trumpets found : Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, 
Lord John of Lancaſter, Earl of Weſtmorland, with 
Worceſter and Vernon Priſoxers, 


K. Henry. Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke. 


III ſpirited Mor ſter, did we not ſend grace, 


Pardon, and terms of love to all of you? 
And would'ſt thou turn our offers contrary ? 
Miſuſe the tenor of thy kinſmar's truft ? 
Three knights upon our party ſlain to-day, 
A noble Earl, and many a creature elſe, 

Had been alive this hour, 


If like a chriſtian thou had'ſt truly born 


Betwixt our armies true intclligence. 
Wor, What I have done, my ſafety urg'd me to, 
And I embrace this fortune patiently, 
Since not to be ayoided it falls on me. 
. Henry. Bear Worceſter to death, and Vernon too. 
Otber offenders we will pauſe upon. | 
Exeunt Worceſter and Vernon: 


How goes the field ? 


P. Henry. The gallant Scot, lord Dowglas, when he ſaw 
The fortune of the day quite turn'd from him, 

The noble Percy ſlain, and all his men 

Upon the foot of fear, fled with the reſt; 


And falling from a hill, he was ſo bruie'd 


That the purſuers took him. At my tent 
wad. | 


The Domglas is, and I beſeech your grace 
I may diſpoſe of him. 

K. Henry. With all my heart. 

P. Henry. Then brother John of Lancaſter, to you 
This honourable bounty ſhall belong : 


Go 
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Go to the Dowglas, and deliver him 
Up to his pleaſure, ranſomleſs and free: 
His valour ſhewn upon our creſts to-day, 
Hath taught us how to cheriſh ſuch high deeds; 
Ev'n in the boſom of our adverſaries, 
* Lan. I thank your grace for this high courteſie, 
Which 1 ſhall give away immediately. 
K. Henry. Then this remains; that we divide ou 
ower. | 
You ſon John, and my couſin Weſtmorland, 
Tow'rds Tork ſhall bend you, with your deareſt ſpeed, 
To meet Northumberland 2nd Prelate Scroop, 
Who, as we hear, are buſily in arms. 
My ſelf and my ſon Harry will tow'res Wales, 
To fight with Glendewer and the Earl of Marche, 
Rebellion in this land ſhall loſe his ſway, 
Meeting the check of ſuch another day; 
And fince this buſineſs ſo far fair is done, 
Let us not leave till all our own be won. [Exerc 


* Theſe two lines added out of the firſt edition. 
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